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For “Liberty” 
who loved horses almost as much as boys. 


For “Ashley” 
whose landings were as light as a feather, 
but who never found the training she wanted. 


For “Shawn” 
who was born in the wrong century, 
and whose love for Sarah was never known. 


For “Sarah” 


who took refuge in her music 
for as long as she could. 
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“Tl work as fast as I can on my music, even at night if I have to, but I don’t 
want to be ugly when I die.” 


— Jenny 


* * 
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Chapter 1: Jumping in with Both Feet 


On the afternoon of her acceptance to Lyceum, one very happy and proud 
fifteen-year-old was walking back toward the Main Lobby from a picnic table 
where she had been going through the New Member’s Handbook with her 
contact person. 

“Nancy,” Liberty said, “will you be my mentor?” 

“Wow... I’m very honored that you're asking, Liberty. But you know, you 
can take your time making that decision.” 

“I know. But I’m sure I want you to be my mentor, so I don’t see any point 
in putting it off.” 

“Well, I am available, and we do have a lot in common. Let’s say 
tentatively yes, and if you still feel good about the idea in a few weeks, we'll 
make it official.” 

“Okay. Thank you!” 

“You're very welcome! Actually, I think it will be good for both of us.” 

They entered the Main Lobby, where about fifty people were lounging or 
peering at the art works. 

“When can I start my classes and work?” Liberty asked. 

“Relax! You just finished one of the most intense weeks of your life, in 
case you don’t remember!” 

“Yeah, I guess you're right. I just want to make sure I take care of my 
responsibilities. And I really do like going to school — as long as it isn’t too 
boring.” 


Lyceum Challenge 2 


Nancy chuckled. “I don’t think you'll have that problem here. Anyway, 
Brother Don won’t have your class and work schedule for next week until 
Friday.” They entered the Main Office. “And you won't be able to start some 
of your classes until September, maybe even October if they're on a quarterly 
cycle.” 

“Oh, I hope I don’t have to wait that long to start the piloting class!” 

“That one is very special to you, isn’t it? Let’s take a look.” The tall lady 
sat down at a computer console. “Pilot training... the teacher is Sister Erica...” 

“Tve met her! She was co-pilot on the flight that brought us here!” 

“That’s right! The class meets... oh, boy, it’s an intensive one. Tuesdays 
from one to four in the afternoon. And it says new students can join at any 
time...” 

“Oh, please, can I start tomorrow?” 

“Well, I don’t suppose that'll be too much of a load for you. Your test 
scores take care of the prerequisites. Why not? I'll put you on the class list.” 

Liberty smiled at the lady she had quickly grown to admire and trust more 
than anyone else in the world... with the possible exception of her father. She 
wasn’t sure which made her happier, being allowed to start the pilot training 
class, or knowing that Sister Nancy would be her mentor. 

* 

Ashley was loading dishes onto the same cart as Brother Paul at the 
conclusion of her first meal as a member of Lyceum. 

“Hi!” she said. 

“T owe you some information, don’t I?” 

“You do?” she said, confused. 

“T promised to tell you the results of last December’s evaluation week.” 

“Oh, yeah. You don’t have to... I was just curious.” 

“T trust you'll treat the information wisely...?” 

Ashley knew that wisdom was not a quality usually associated with twelve- 
year-old girls. She also knew that it was an expectation of all Lyceum 
members. “Yes... I will.” 

Ashley pushed the cart toward the dish room, while Paul carried a tub of 
dishes that wouldn’t fit. 

“Four persons were offered membership. One changed his mind and 
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declined, so that leaves three. Two joined but stayed non-resident, and the 
other is resident.” 

“Sister Jennifer.” 

“Right. Two others were offered a mentored preparation time, but only 
one accepted... you.” 

Together they scraped food scraps and trash into the appropriate barrels 
and buckets, stacking the dirty plates on the counter where other members 
were putting them into racks for the trip through the dish machine. 

“So that group only had a score of three... and a half!” she said, pointing to 
herself. They both laughed. 

* 

After chores, Ashley rejoined Sister Heather in the office to continue her 
orientation process. 

“T just got a note from Sister Lydia,” Heather began as they sat down. 
“We've got three hundred and fifty people coming in for a funeral next 
weekend, and with other reservations, the Lodge is going to be packed. So 
she’s trying to free up as many rooms as possible for walk-in guests. She’d 
like you to move in with Tabitha by Thursday, get a cot and whatever else you 
need out of Stores, and then you can move into your own room on Monday or 
Tuesday of next week. This kind of thing happens once in awhile. I’ve already 
asked Tabitha, and it’s perfectly okay with her.” 

“Sure!” Ashley said. “Sounds like fun.” 

“You don’t need to even think about classes or work until next week. Just 
get settled, be helpful if anything comes up...” 

“What about gymnastics?” Ashley asked with noticeable concern in her 
voice. 

Heather smiled. “Oh, yes. Gymnastics. Let’s see when you can start. 
Have you ever used the General Knowledge Processor?” 

“Yes. My friend Julie was teaching me. I only know the basics.” 

“Good. You take the keyboard. Select Education... good. Then use a key 
word... yes, ‘gym’ is a good choice. There’s the class list... let me see... those 
first five are the gymnastics camps... next come the public classes... here we 
are, Gymnastics 8-9-10, members. Select it and press the Detail key.” 

A new window of information appeared on the display. 
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“Wow!” Heather exclaimed. “That must be one of the most intensive 
classes we have! Monday through Friday, two to five. Brother Faelan is the 
coach. New students any time.” 

“That’s just a basic gym schedule. When getting ready for a meet, it can go 
up to thirty or forty hours a week.” 

“Well, well, I didn’t realize it was so time consuming!” Heather said. “Let’s 
see if we can locate Brother Faelan. Highlight his name and then select 
Locate.” 

A plan of the entire Lyceum campus flashed onto the screen, and a symbol 
could be seen pulsing in the Asian Garden. 

“And over on this side of the display you can see that he’s on free time, 
able to take calls. Now press Call.” 

A few moments later a voice was heard. “Faelan here.” 

“Brother Faelan, I hope we’re not interrupting...” 

“Not at all — just sprucing up my garden.” 

“Young Ashley was accepted this morning, as you know, and would dearly 
love to start gymnastics soon.” 

“Oh, yes. Tabitha and Karen have kept me well informed about Ashley. 
Level eight, right?” 

Ashley nodded, tense with anticipation. 

“That’s right,” Heather said. 

“Tt starts at two o’clock. She'll have to hurry... that’s only twenty minutes 
away. Sister Shannon starts them off, and I work with them at three o’clock 
on their elite skills...” 

Ashley didn’t hear the last part of what Brother Faelan said. As soon as 
Heather gave her leave to depart with a wave of her hand, Ashley scooped up 
her notebooks and dashed for her Lodge room. 

* 

When Ashley arrived at the gym a few minutes before two, her leotard on 
and her hair band in place, she found Tabitha and Karen already there, 
goofing around just outside the coach’s office. At that moment Sister 
Shannon stepped out of the office, a slender lady of about forty. 

“Here she is now, girls!” she said, noticing Ashley enter the gym. 

The other two young gymnasts looked toward the door and then 
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immediately surrounded Ashley with a constant whirl of bouncing and 
chattering. 

“Now we've got a team of three!” Tabitha said. 

“We can do triad choreography patterns!” Karen said. 

“Okay, girls, that’s a little too loud. Welcome, Ashley. I’m Shannon. 
Faelan just called and said you’d be coming. We want you to spend all of this 
week getting back in shape after evaluation week, and making sure your 
compulsory skills are all very solid. Do you think you can hold off on the 
Tsukaharas and the Comanecis for a week?” 

“No problem,” Ashley said. “I spent some time in here yesterday, and I 
know I’m a little out of shape.” 

“Good. Karen, it’s Monday, so do a good, long warm-up.” 

“Okay,” she said. 

They worked on some small mats off to one side, and Karen’s Monday 
warm-up lasted nearly half an hour. Most gyms would have considered 
several of the exercises they did as conditioning, and saved them for the end 
of the class when no one minded being tired to the point of stumbling. 

Ashley handled it well, even though she knew she would have aches and 
pains for a few days. That, she knew only too well, was an inescapable part of 
gymnastics. 

The warm-up over, Shannon appeared with three cups of fruit juice and a 
clipboard. 

“Here are the level one through seven skill charts, the most comprehensive 
version we've ever found,” she said, handing Ashley the clipboard with 
attached pen. “Go through everything, and rate yourself one to ten. Don’t go 
past level two today.” Then the lady coach turned to Tabitha and Karen and 
began discussing with them the things they needed to work on during the 
week. 

Ashley sat on the mat alone and studied the first page of level one skills. 
She smiled as memories from years ago returned, memories of sore muscles 
and cracked skin, memories of skills she sometimes couldn’t get right until the 
coach worked with her to find that one element she had been missing. She set 
the clipboard aside and got to work. Forward roll, cartwheel, chasse... she did 
them in every imaginable variation, and gave herself solid tens. Fouette, back 
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straddle roll, back roll... again tens. 

Just as she was moving over to the balance beam, Brother Faelan entered. 

“Hello, Ashley! Got your check lists?” 

“Yep! It’s almost like being seven years old again!” 

“Tl let you just work with those charts for this week, but I’ll keep an eye on 
you for anything that I’m not comfortable with. Every coach is a little 
different, so I’m bound to find things. It won’t mean you're not a good 
gymnast. But everyone has room for improvement.” 

Ashley smiled. She had taken a gold medal in her state by being 
completely willing to accept unending constructive criticism and long hours of 
hard work. She had no fantasies that she could get anywhere in elite, world- 
class gymnastics without much more of the same. 

Brother Faelan went to work with the other two girls, and Ashley selected a 
balance beam. Arabesque, revele walk, whip to feet, V sit... tens. Scale, body 
wave, run, hop... more tens. There were elements of Karen’s warm-up that 
had required more balance than Ashley was using at that moment. She did 
them all again, with variations, and then moved to the uneven parallel bars. 

Back kick over, knee pendulum, cast hip circle. She could clearly 
remember struggling with them at age seven, until her upper body strength 
had begun to improve. Swinging pullover, under kip, glide swing. Tens. It 
would have been so easy to just launch into one of her bar routines, but she 
resisted the temptation. She could enjoy all her gold medal routines on 
Friday, she reminded herself. 

Brother Faelan appeared. 

“Let me see that glide swing again, please Ashley.” 

She repeated the skill. 

“Smooth, but it lacks something. Control. You look like you’re about to 
fall off. Try it with slightly bent elbows.” 

She did. 

“How did that feel?” 

“Better... like my arm muscles were more ready for the next move.” 

“Uh huh. You're probably stretching out like that to compensate for your 
height. That’s not bad in itself... just so you don’t lose muscle control.” 

“Thanks. I’m going to practice it a few times.” 
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He went back to the others, and she worked on the bars, remembering her 
beginning class and how three-quarters of the time was spent waiting for her 
turn on each piece of equipment. As she had climbed through the compulsory 
levels, the situation had improved, but she had never had such good access to 
the apparatus of gymnastics as she now enjoyed. And she wasn’t going to let a 
moment of it go to waste. 

As she finished doing everything she could on the bars at levels one and 
two, the other girls were taking a break and called her over. 

“Learn anything new?” Tabitha asked, smiling. 

“Actually yes. Discovered I had a little bad habit because I’m so short.” 

“You'll like Coach Faelan. He’s not afraid to tell you about anything he 
sees.” 

“I like that,” Ashley said, polishing off her cup of yogurt. “When’s 
conditioning?” 

“About four thirty,” Karen said. “There’s a campfire at my hall tonight, 
about nine. Want to come?” 

“Sure. I want to work on my computer file after dinner, but I should be 
done by then.” 

“Great. Let’s go back to work!” 

Ashley went through the few vaulting skills that were listed, and then ran 
through all the other level one and two skills again. Her wobble on the 
balance beam had disappeared, and so she felt good about giving herself solid 
tens on all the beginning skills. 

Brother Faelan led the conditioning, and it was an intense twenty minute 
workout of push-ups, sit-ups, knee bends, and handstand presses, all 
separated by running in place. At five o’clock, all three gymnasts were 
exhausted and sore. 

“He’s merciless at conditioning,” Tabitha said in the locker room. 

“The price of elite gymnastics,” Karen said. 

They all turned on a shower, standing back until the water was warm. 

“What happens if we’re on the chore list for setting tables?” Ashley asked. 
“We'd be late, wouldn’t we?” 

“The computer checks, and doesn’t schedule anyone for before-dinner 
chores who has a class or anything that ends right at five,” Karen explained. 
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The trio headed for the Dining Hall, laughing and looking forward to the 
following week when Ashley could begin to work with them at elite skill levels. 
* 

Shawn spent his first day at Lyceum finishing his computer files and 
studying his New Member’s Handbook. He felt the need for everything about 
his membership to be just right, and he wanted to completely understand 
every facet of his responsibilities and opportunities. 

Brother Jacob spent part of the afternoon with him, and arranged for 
Shawn to join him in his residence hall apartment for the weekend to help out 
with the impending room shortage. 

“Since you're not starting classes until next week, would you be willing to 
take an assignment this week, helping Brother Robert plan a funeral?” the 
bearded man said. 

“Gosh... um... me?... um, sure! I even know something about that kind of 
thing.” 

“Good. She was a very sweet lady named Phoebe Hutchinson...” 

“Oh, yes. Sarah told me a little about her. She passed away just after I got 
here.” 

“Right. The funeral is this Saturday, and she left a list of three hundred 
some odd people she wanted us to invite. That’s why the room shortage. 
Brother Robert said that if you could do it, meet him in the office at eight 
tomorrow morning.” 

“Wow... my first assignment. I really appreciate you asking me. I'll be 
there!” 

* 

That evening, Shawn began to wander the corridors and lounges of the 
Laboratory Complex, looking at the murals and exhibit cases, just to get a feel 
for the place. He overheard scientists and researchers talking who seemed to 
allow no place in their work for God, and others who were literally discussing 
Him as they passed. 

After a swim and a soak in the hot pool, where Shawn was welcomed by 
several other members, he returned to the Lodge room called Redwood. After 
getting ready for bed and programming the wake-up alarm by the door for six 
a.m., he stretched out on his bed and opened the little book his grandmother 
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had given him. 


The sincere religionist is conscious of universe citizenship and is aware of 
making contact with sources of supernal wisdom. He is thrilled and 
energized with the assurance of belonging to the ennobled fellowship of the 
sons of God. His consciousness of self-worth has become augmented by the 
quest for the highest universe goal — supreme values. 


* 


Ashley moved in with Tabitha that evening, and they were awake for a long 
time talking about gymnastics, boys, and other topics of common interest. 
Finally they both began yawning, and after Tabitha had crawled into her bed 
and was breathing softly, Ashley decided she had one more thing to do before 
another day went by. She crept down to the office of Tabitha’s residence hall 
and located paper and pen. 


July 31st 
Dear Tim, 

I’m so happy! I found out this morning that I was accepted! I went to the 
elite gymnastics class for the first time, and I’m going to work on all my 
compulsories for the whole first week. I start most of my classes and work 
next week. Everyone here is really nice, but it was scary for the last few 
days, not knowing if I was going to be accepted. 

I still wear my broken coin all the time, except during gymnastics. I’m 
still glad, even more than ever, that I’m promised to you! My dreams are 
starting to come true again, beginning with meeting you, and then getting 
into Lyceum and being able to do gymnastics again. I'll call in a few days, 
and you can call me as soon as you get this letter. 

I get four weeks of vacation every year, and I want to spend part of it 
with my parents and friends in Rapid City, and part of it with you. 

I love you! 
Ashley 


* 
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The following morning, Shawn arrived at the office at the appointed time. 
Brother Li, who was on duty in the Information Center, took him inside and 
pointed out Brother Robert. The white-haired man was at that moment on 
the telephone. 

“...Yes, that’s right, you understood me correctly... No, I don’t need a block 
of seats, I need the whole plane... Yes, that’s precisely right, three hundred 
and fifty seats... No, I don’t have time to send a letter to your manager. I 
already have two other quotes, and I will be giving confirmation to one of my 
options this afternoon... Yes, I know it will be expensive. If you can provide 
what I need at a reasonable cost, I can have a certified check in your 
possession late this afternoon, and I’m sure the advantage to your company 
would be worth the footwork of putting together a quote for me... Right, a 
breakfast flight on Saturday, a dinner flight on Sunday, everything first class... 
Yes, I'll be reachable at this number all day... Thank you very much.” 

Shawn had stayed back, not wanting to interrupt. Now he stepped forward 
and stood beside the desk at which Brother Robert sat. 

“Hello. ’m Shawn.” 

“Hello, Shawn, hello! Pardon my tedious, and possibly fruitless phone 
call, but I always like to get three quotes on whatever I’m buying. Two just 
isn’t enough — far too easy for there to be two places who are both in a rut on 
price or quality. With a guaranteed full plane, I should be able to get more 
then twenty percent off the regular ticket price. We'll see.” 

“Brother Jacob said you needed some help...” 

“Sure do. Pull up a chair. I’ve got about a million things to do by 
Saturday. Jacob said you're both gentle and smart. I’d like you to work on the 
confirmations, get as many done today as possible. Here’s a copy of the letter 
and pamphlet about Lyceum that we sent to each party on Mrs. Hutchinson’s 
list. And here’s the list of names. As you can see, we don’t have a phone 
number for all of them, so you'll have to search directories on the Net.” 

Shawn read through the letter and pamphlet while Brother Robert worked 
on his notes. 

“Tt looks like you gave them all the information they need.” 

“True, but they'll ask questions anyway, just to be reassured, especially 
about what’s being paid for and what’s not. Here’s my page of notes on what 
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Lyceum is providing.” 

Shawn read the sheet. “Looks like everything!” 

“It is, but some of them will want more. Use your own judgment, and keep 
notes on any promises you make. The key points are that they have to 
confirm to you that they’re coming, and they have to get themselves to and 
from the airport in Raleigh. I'll make the first call, and then you can carry 
on.” 

He tapped the first number onto the keypad of his telephone. 

“Hello, is this the FitzGerald residence?... My name is Brother Robert, and 
I’m calling from Lyceum in Oregon. Did you receive your invitation to Mrs. 
Phoebe Hutchinson’s funeral?... Good... Yes, she named you in her will to be 
provided with all means necessary to attend... No, ’m sorry, but it was her 
wish that the funeral be held here... Yes, plane fare both ways... Yes, lodging 
and meals also... That’s right, all you and your husband need to do is pack for 
two days and get to the Raleigh Airport... Yes, we can happily provide meals 
for a diabetic...” 

He made a note about the special diet as he continued to listen. 

“..You can either confirm with me now, or with my assistant Brother 
Shawn at any time through this Friday... Okay, I will put you down as 
confirmed. Thank you, Mrs. FitzGerald.” 

The older man lowered the handset. 

“Two down, and I’ve started your list of special promises. Ready to give it 
a try? You'll probably do better than me — you've still got your Carolina 
accent.” 

“A’m not so sho a’ll dew betta ‘n y’all did, but a’ll dew ma beyest!” he said, 
exaggerating a little and smiling. 

“Just make sure your best stays very, very good, and never let yourself take 
your frustrations out on the people you are serving. The parties you are 
calling, even though they are receiving a number of things at no cost, are the 
people you are serving right now.” 

Shawn nodded thoughtfully, then tapped in the second number. 

“Hello? Yes, hello?... Yes I can hear you... No, I’m not a salesman, my 
name is... No sir, that’s not why I called either, ’m Brother Shawn, and, um, 
I’m at Lyceum in Oregon... no, sir, I’m not soliciting... Mrs. Hutchinson asked 
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me to call, I mean... yes, Phoebe Hutchinson...” 
* 

With practice and pointers from Brother Robert, an hour later Shawn’s 
calls were going much better. In that first hour he accumulated twenty-two 
confirmations, eleven tentatives, two negatives, and no answer at four 
numbers. 

“...Yes, ma’am, your first class air fare is paid for, meal flights both ways, 
and your lodging, receptions, meals, and entertainment at Lyceum are all 
taken care of... You have a young child?” He glanced at Brother Robert, who 
nodded. “That’s no problem at all, ma’am. We have childcare and everything 
else you'll need, all at no cost to you...” 

After a break and a snack at ten o’clock, Brother Robert left to work on 
other aspects of the funeral preparations. Shawn continued his calls, keeping 
careful notes of anything unusual. Only once did he feel like he was going out 
on a limb by telling a man in a wheelchair that he could bring an attendant 
who wasn’t on the list, but Brother Robert later assured him that he had done 
the right thing. 

The calls continued all during the afternoon, as Shawn knew he could not 
work after dinner because it would be too late on the east coast. By the end of 
the day he had made nearly a hundred telephone calls, and had tallied two 
hundred and thirty-one confirmed, forty-three undecided, and eleven who 
weren't coming. He knew he had at least another day of calls ahead of him. 

As they walked to dinner, Brother Robert announced that the third quote 
he had received on the air transport had indeed offered a price thirty-two 
percent less than regular fares. He had wired the large sum needed to the 
account of a non-resident member in Raleigh, who had in turn delivered a 
certified check to the airline office, in exchange for appropriate documents. 
The airline had been amazed at the speed with which Lyceum had fulfilled its 
obligation, and had vowed an impeccable level of service. 

* 

Liberty quickly finished her after-lunch chores and excitedly dashed to the 
Heliport. As she was ten minutes early, not even the teacher had arrived. She 
stood alone in the lobby, wondering what to do, when she heard footsteps on a 
stair. Then the door behind the currently unattended information counter 
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opened. A black-haired man with a neatly trimmed beard emerged. 

“Hello... Liberty, isn’t it? Erica and the class should be here soon. With it 
being right after lunch, they sometimes don’t get started ‘til five after. I’m 
John Michael. Would you like to see the control room?” 

“Um... sure!” 

“Come on up,” he said, re-climbing the steps he had just descended. “I was 
heading for lunch, but ’m in no hurry. There aren’t any flights in or out for 
several hours.” 

Liberty followed. 

At the top of the stairs they entered the strangely shaped room full of 
control panels, communications equipment, and three large windows, one 
looking out over each of the three ports. The port on the left, through which 
Liberty had entered Lyceum, was currently open to the sky and empty. The 
one in the middle had its dome-shaped roof closed, but lights were on inside 
and she could see a small helicopter on the pad — about a four passenger 
model, she guessed. The one on the right was completely dark. 

“What’s in that one?” Liberty asked, pointing to the window on the right. 

“We don’t use Port Three right now. We keep spare parts and some 
machinery and junk in there.” 

Liberty turned her attention to the active ports. 

“From here we can communicate with our birds, as well as anyone at 
Lyceum, any other Lyceum vehicle, and of course all the places we regularly 
land. And we have the equipment to use any other radio frequency in an 
emergency, but that has to be done carefully, of course. We can also access 
our SatLink channels if we need to.” 

“Wow. All from here?” 

“Yes. The person in the control room is nearly as important as the pilot, 
especially in an emergency. These controls handle the domes, and over here 
are all the lights. Separate panels on that wall work the lights of our two 
outdoor landing pads, or they can be triggered remotely by the pilots even if 
no one is in here.” 

“So if a flight came in at night, and all the domes were closed, a pilot could 
turn on their own lights and land at least somewhere?” 

“Right. Then there’s fire suppression equipment here, door locking 
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controls so people don’t wander onto a pad at the wrong time, and many other 
little things.” 

“When do I get to learn all these controls?” Liberty asked, grinning. 

“After you get your pilot’s license. A control room operator needs to 
intimately understand the needs of the pilot. Let’s go see if your class is ready 
to start.” 

They went back down the stairway, and found the door to a classroom 
open and the lights on. Inside, Sister Erica and five others were chatting and 
getting settled. 

“See you later,” Brother John Michael said with a warm smile. 

Liberty watched him head down the corridor. She had never before taken 
a fancy to middle-aged men, but the specimen she was currently observing 
was tempting her to change her habits. A smirk crossed her face, and then she 
stepped into the classroom. 

Liberty could immediately see that the room was dedicated to pilot 
training, with pictures and charts of all kinds on the walls, books on the 
shelves, and numerous models on the tables, all pertaining to helicopters 
specifically and flight in general. 

“Welcome, Liberty!” Sister Erica said, and introduced her to the other 
students. 

Liberty had already met the black man named Fred and the redhead 
named Samantha, but not Tim, Helen, or Larry. 

“Well, what are we doing today?” the teacher asked. 

“Tm in the simulator with the auto-rotate and engine restart program,” 
Fred said. 

“T have a training flight,” Helen said. 

“You promised us a lecture on storm flying,” Samantha said. 

“Okay, I’m going to give Liberty the first hour in the simulator, and we'll 
do the storm lecture during that time. Fred, why don’t you use the simulator 
at three o’clock when I leave with Helen. I'll review your session later. That 
way we're all here for the middle hour, and I need to go over de-fueling and 
tie-down procedures.” 

Sister Erica led Liberty to the simulator. Liberty was expecting a video 
game, like the ones she had played many times. The little room they entered 


Lyceum Challenge 15 


indeed had a computer terminal, with several chairs around it, but it turned 
out to be for the teacher to use, selecting the flight scenario, tailoring it to the 
difficulty level of the student, and reviewing the results. Only one other door 
led out of the room, and it was very narrow and looked completely out of 
place. 

“The program you're doing today is very forgiving. You can’t crash or run 
out of fuel or any of those gut-wrenching things that you'll have to deal with 
later. It will simply introduce you to the basic controls, and let you gently see 
what they do. Ready?” 

“I... I guess. It'll tell me what I need to know?” 

“Yep. Through that little door is the cabin. It’s placed so that you think 
you're stepping out of the restroom at the rear of a twelve-seater. It’s so 
realistic inside you may have trouble remembering you're in a simulator. This 
program starts in-flight, but don’t worry, the computer keeps everything nice 
and stable, and won’t let you do anything dumb.” 

“I... guess I’m ready!” 

“Go ahead in. I'll tell the program your name.” 

Liberty, still a little apprehensive, worked the handle on the door and 
entered the cabin. She was amazed. Not only did it look like she was inside a 
helicopter, she could hear the jet engines and the throb of the rotor, she could 
feel the vibrations and slight sway of the cabin, and she could see through all 
the windows — it looked like a cloudy day outside, with fields and trees far 
below. 

“Greetings, Sister Liberty,” the pleasant computer-generated male voice 
said. “This Omega 3000 Rotary Wing Flight Simulator, made by DynaTech of 
Seattle, Washington, is running program BEGINNER-1. Your aircraft is 
currently in stationary flight two thousand feet above the ground. Your 
weather is overcast, with a cloud ceiling of five thousand feet, and a visibility 
of ten miles. There is no wind. Please be seated in the pilot’s chair at your 
convenience.” 

Liberty worked her way to the front of the helicopter, and just as Sister 
Erica had said, she was having trouble believing it wasn’t real. But there was 
one clear fact that made it unreal — she was the only one on board. Both the 
pilot and co-pilot seats were empty. But there was the little refrigerator, just 
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like on the real Taurus R5000 that had brought her to Lyceum. She couldn’t 
resist the temptation — she opened it, and smiled, finding cans of cold drinks 
and several other chilled snacks. 

Her curiosity satisfied, she sat down carefully in the pilot’s seat, afraid that 
she might bump the controls and send the helicopter crashing to the ground. 
The moment she settled herself into the seat, the computer voice continued. 

“Now it is time to secure yourself. You will find retracting straps just 
above both of your shoulders. Each one crosses over your body and enters its 
socket near your opposite hip. It doesn’t matter which one you secure first.” 

Liberty figured out the straps, and the voice went on. 

“Take a moment to get comfortable. You can see directly in front of you, to 
your left and right through the side windows, and directly below you through 
the transparent floor. There are many controls on the panel in front of you, 
but the only ones we will be using today are the two torque control pedals 
under the control panel, and the main control stick. Do you see all three of 
them?” 

The stick was obvious. Liberty looked under the panel and could see the 
two pedals. “I see them.” 

“Good. Let’s start with the torque control pedals. They control the tail 
rotor. They are interlocked so that when you press on one, the other will 
necessarily come up. It is not possible to press both at once. The pedals turn 
the helicopter, but do not cause it to fly in any direction. Place your feet on 
them and experiment so that you can see their effect. At this point the main 
control stick will not be active so that you can see just the effect of the tail 
rotor pedals.” 

Liberty placed her feet lightly on the pedals. She was glad to find they 
were just hard enough to press so they didn’t do anything until she 
purposefully pushed on one of them. She tried the left one first. The view in 
all directions began to shift as she realized the helicopter was turning to the 
left. But, like the voice had said, the helicopter didn’t go anywhere, it just 
turned. 

She ceased pressing on the left pedal, but to her alarm the helicopter 
continued to turn to the left. She was finishing her first complete rotation 
when the voice spoke again. 
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“As you are experiencing, simply ceasing to press on a pedal does not 
return the tail rotor to its neutral state. You need to press on the other pedal 
until both are again even.” 

Liberty did so, and the craft finally quit turning. She spent the next few 
minutes turning it one way and then the other, a little bit or a complete circle. 
Finally she tried pressing down hard on the right pedal and just letting the 
helicopter spin. 

“Although it will not be simulated at this time, a rapid and severe rotation 
can cause instabilities in your flight that can be very difficult to stabilize. 
Dizziness is also a danger. Can you return the craft to a stable flight?” 

“Of course!” Liberty said, and then discovered that it was not as easy as 
she had thought. As soon as she began to cancel the spinning, everything 
appeared to begin tumbling chaotically. 

That’s not a simulation! she thought. That’s my own sense of balance 
going crazy. She instinctively snapped her eyes shut. Okay, I’m just 
spinning. My feet. I need to ignore everything and bring my feet to the 
same level. 

After what felt like several long minutes of trying to concentrate on her 
feet, trying to make sure they were side by side on the pedals while ignoring 
the dizzy feeling that was still making her head spin even though her eyes 
were Closed, the voice finally spoke again. 

“Good work, Liberty. Let’s move on to the main control stick.” 

Liberty opened her eyes. The helicopter had stopped spinning. She looked 
down at her feet. They actually were side by side. She breathed a deep sigh. 

“This simulator is configured for the newer, combined form of control 
stick which incorporates both the cyclic pitch control and the collective pitch 
control. The cyclic control, which causes the main rotor to move the craft in 
any compass direction, is actuated by moving the control stick in any 
direction — forward, backward, left, right, or in between. The collective 
control, which controls overall rotor pitch and speed, is actuated by twisting 
the grip of the control stick. Let us start with the cyclic control. While you get 
comfortable with it, the collective function of the control stick will be 
disabled...” 

Liberty had lost all track of time, or even where she was. She was flying a 
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helicopter, and that’s all that mattered. For the next twenty minutes she 
played with the cyclic control, making the craft move forward, backward, and 
even sideways. She tried very slow speeds and she pushed it to the limit. 
Even though she had been told she didn’t need to pay attention to anything on 
the control panel, she was glad to see that the air speed indicator was working. 
She was able to crank it up to nearly two hundred miles per hour going 
forward, but when she tried that backwards or sideways, the computer voice 
informed her of ‘potentially dangerous instabilities that were not currently 
being simulated.’ Suddenly it said something that reminded her of where she 
was. 

“Your simulator time is over for today, Liberty. Your instructor is in the 
entry room awaiting you. Thank you for your excellent flying. If you wish to 
review your simulator session, your instructor will assist you.” 

The view of woods and fields outside the helicopter faded slowly to 
darkness as the cabin lights came on. Liberty just breathed and blinked for a 
moment, getting used to the idea that she was back on the ground, in a flight 
simulator that had just been shut off, back at Lyceum. And she realized she 
was extremely thirsty. 

She quickly unstrapped herself, grabbed a can from the little refrigerator, 
and walked back through the cabin, remembering with a smile that the exit 
was through the restroom. She opened the little door and stepped through. 

“Hi, Liberty!” Sister Erica said from the computer console. “Looks like you 
got through pedals and cyclic, and really tested their limits. That’s good. Any 
questions?” 

“The tumbling sensation when I tried to come out of the spin was just me, 
right?” 

“Right. The simulator was just showing you the spinning landscape. It 
was the change in the spinning that caused the sensation of tumbling. It’s a 
very common experience in that situation. Imagine what trouble you'd be in if 
you were really flying and that happened, and then you tried to compensate 
for it with the control stick...” 

Liberty turned gray. “I don’t want to think about it.” 

“And yet you must. We'll simulate it periodically, and you'll probably find 
you'll get used to it and be able to just see what’s really happening. Shall we 
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go learn about de-fueling?” 

“Sure. I just want to drain this can of juice — I’m parched!” 

Liberty listened carefully and took notes during the lecture, and then the 
class went up to the control room to watch Erica and Helen take off in the 
smaller helicopter in Port Two. Fred entered the simulator. 

During the last hour of the class, Liberty read the textbook she had been 
given and worked through the corresponding pages of the accompanying 
workbook. The other three students were doing the same, all at different 
points in their books. Occasionally they would ask each other questions. 

A few minutes before four o'clock, Fred returned from the simulator with a 
sour look on his face. 

“Crash and burn?” Tim inquired with sympathy. 

“Twice,” Fred admitted. 

Erica and Helen returned soon after. 

As everyone prepared to leave for the day, Liberty just sat back in her chair 
and closed her eyes for a moment. There was a smile on her face. She was 
now studying to be a helicopter pilot. Eat your heart out, North Philadelphia 
Girl’s Academy. 

“How’s the reading going?” Erica asked. 

Liberty opened her eyes. “Good. I’m about halfway through the first 
chapter.” 

“Excellent. Most students try to polish a chapter a week. You can finish it 
as homework if that pace is comfortable. But if other responsibilities come 
up, don’t worry about it.” 

“Tm free as a bird this week. Next week is when the fun starts.” 

“If it doesn’t conflict with anything, I have a simulator hour open on 
Thursday evening...?” 

“Really? I'll make sure it doesn’t conflict with anything!” Liberty said with 
absolute certainty. 

Sister Erica smiled. 

* 

That day, Ashley worked her way through all the level three and level four 
compulsory skills, again discovering that she could do them all perfectly every 
time, which was her working definition of a score of ten. Wednesday was 
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devoted to level five, and at that point she bravely admitted to herself and to 
Coach Faelan that there was one skill she could not execute to perfection every 
time. It received a nine. 

Thursday she tackled the level six skills, on two of which she gave herself 
nines. 

Ashley was very happy when Friday arrived. She reviewed the skills 
unique to level seven, giving herself one eight, three nines, and the rest tens. 
Then she turned her attention to the routines that had combined all of those 
skills, and had won her a gold medal in Sioux Falls a year and a half before. 
At four o’clock, she told the coach she was ready. 

She started with her floor exercise. Luckily the same piece of music she 
had used before was in the disk collection in the coach’s office. As soon as she 
started, all the rest of the people using the gym realized that someone of 
considerable skill was performing, and stopped what they were doing to 
watch. 

As Ashley finished and the watchers applauded, she thought to herself that 
it had been good, very good, but not as good as she would have liked. She had 
lost some of her lightness, and planned to do whatever work it took to get it 
back. Brother Faelan gave her a 9.5, Karen a 9.7, and Tabitha a 9.6. Ashley 
felt they were being generous. 

Next she vaulted, her weakest event. She was happy to discover that she 
was able to stick both landings, but knew her flight wasn’t as poised and 
controlled as it should have been. She received scores of 9.3, 9.2, and 9.5 
from her comrades. 

After a break and a cup of juice, Ashley approached the balance beam. She 
took a good half minute standing there honing her concentration to a fine 
edge, and was later very glad. Her balance stayed with her, and her lightness 
seemed to return. Toward the middle of her routine, the audience started 
making sounds of astonishment, but Ashley didn’t hear them until she landed 
and took her bows. Her coach gave her a 9.9, and her friends a 9.9 and a ten. 

Finally she slipped on her palm guards and chalked the uneven parallel 
bars. As much as she wanted to look six feet tall, she tempered that desire 
with the need to retain complete control, both in fact and in appearance. She 
knew she was taller and a little heavier than she had been at the South Dakota 
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Championships, yet still lighter than most gymnasts. She executed the skills 
close to perfectly, but she was aware of a few transitions that needed work. 
She received scores of 9.8, 9.9, and 9.7, and a hearty applause. 

Brother Faelan gave the team a light conditioning, and then reminded 
them that every resident member had special duties that weekend. He 
recommended gym time late Saturday night and Sunday after the funeral 
guests had departed, as long as the gymnasts didn’t have other 
responsibilities. 

* 

By late afternoon on Wednesday, Shawn was starting to run out of 
telephone numbers to call. There were some persons on his list who kept 
their phone numbers very private, but he was able to contact a few of them on 
the Internet. Several dozen were still thinking about the funeral invitation, 
and had promised to call him back. Working with Brother Robert, he 
arranged with a non-resident member in Raleigh to call in person on those 
with whom no other contact was possible. By the end of the day he had three 
hundred and five confirmations. 

All day Thursday and Friday Shawn had to spend scattered amounts of 
time on the phone or at a computer reading Internet mail responses, but he 
also had plenty of time to help Brother Robert with other tasks. He noticed 
trucks arriving from numerous vendors to prepare the kitchen and pantry for 
the onslaught that weekend. He saw dormitory rooms in the Lodge being 
rearranged into suites for the largest families, and residence hall rooms being 
readied to serve as additional lodgings. He helped the older member with 
lists and phone calls, orders to local suppliers and the stowing of those 
supplies when they arrived. Shawn was learning very quickly how Lyceum 
readied itself for a major event. It took more work by more people than he 
ever would have imagined. 

* 

Although not yet on the work schedules, Liberty was glad to help Brenda 
with the scores of pies and cakes she was baking for the weekend, and 
promised to continue to assist her friend, who would literally be in the kitchen 
almost constantly until the funeral guests departed. 

She easily finished the first chapter in her pilot training textbook, and had 
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a good start on the second by her scheduled simulator time. 

At seven o'clock on Thursday, Liberty entered the outer room of the rotary 
wing flight simulator just as an instructor and two students from a private 
flight school were coming out. She sat down at the computer terminal. 


Please enter your name. 

L-I-B-E-R-T-Y 

Welcome, Sister Liberty. You are scheduled to use the simulator for the 
next hour. You have three options: 

(1) Program BEGINNER-1 from where you left off. 

(2) Program BEGINNER-1 from the beginning. 

(3) Quiz on chapter 1 of your textbook. 


After a moment’s thought, she selected option number two, confident that 
she could just refresh her knowledge of the tail rotor pedals and the cyclic 
control, without spending much time with them. She looked forward to using 
all the controls together. 

After entering the cabin, she had herself strapped in with an open can of 
juice in a beverage holder within reach while the simulator was still speaking 
its words of welcome. She was glad the computer could sense that she was 
already seated and secured, and so skipped those instructions. 

Liberty gave herself a few minutes with each of the controls she had 
already learned. Then she listened carefully as the program continued. 

“The collective control must be used in close coordination with the cyclic 
control, just as the accelerator of a car is used in coordination with the 
steering wheel. If you increase the cyclic pitch of the rotor by moving the 
control stick further in any direction, but you do not supply the added power 
needed to accomplish the increased velocity, the craft will lose altitude, as 
more of the rotor’s power will be used moving the craft and so less will be 
available to maintain flight. This will now be simulated. The collective 
control is still disabled. Try using the cyclic control to various degrees, and 
observe the loss of altitude that occurs.” 

Liberty played with this concept for a few minutes, and then went on. 

“Now the collective control will be functional. As you use the cyclic 
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control, attempt to compensate by twisting the collective control in order to 
maintain a stable altitude. Remember, there is no danger, as this is only a 
simulation, and all other complicating factors are being ignored for the 
present.” 

Coordinating the two control functions was not at all a trivial matter, and 
it took the remainder of Liberty’s simulator time to get the hang of it. She 
often found herself over-compensating and gaining altitude rapidly. Well, 
that was better than losing too much altitude and crashing, she told herself. 

By the time the simulator announced that her hour was over, she was 
starting to feel like she was really making the helicopter do something 
interesting. One more hour with the same program, she figured, would bring 
her to the point of being comfortable with the basic controls. 

When she exited the cabin, the next person was still talking to someone in 
the hall, so she sat down at the console and selected Schedule. To her 
frustration, the only free times were between one and five in the morning. 
Oh, well, she was getting up at four to help Brenda anyway. She put herself on 
the schedule for three o’clock in the morning. Her only problem, she knew, 
would be remembering to go to bed early. 

* 

By Friday night, most of the preparation work for the upcoming funeral 
had been completed, and Shawn realized he had left behind at least one friend 
in his home town. After getting ready for bed, he lay on his cot in Brother 
Jacob’s room and managed to write a letter before falling asleep. 


August 4th 
Dear Todd, 

Iam now a member of that place I told you about called Lyceum. My 
trip across the country from Greenville to Oregon was the strangest trip I 
have ever taken. I rode in an old pick-up truck, an airplane, and a 
helicopter! 

It’s really amazing what Lyceum can do. After I left your place, I was 
still being chased by people from my church... I mean my father’s church. 
But as soon as I called my friend Sarah at Lyceum, they had me picked-up in 
less than half an hour. 
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I got here just in time for their evaluation week. There were two other 
young people in the group, and I made friends with them, and they both got 
accepted too. 

Ive been helping this week to get ready for a big funeral that’s being held 
here tomorrow. I start classes and regular work next week. 

How’s your Bible reading going? Ive asked for several science classes 
and several religion classes. Yeah, I know, strange combination, but I have 
a lot of things to catch up on. 

If you ever travel out this way, you can stop by and visit. I'll have my 
own room after this weekend. Good luck at everything you decide to do! 

Your friend, 
Shawn 


* Ok OK 
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Chapter 2: The Passing of a Great Lady 


A few minutes after eight o’clock on Saturday morning, the big buses 
started rolling up to the unloading zone in front of the Lyceum Lodge. More 
than a hundred members were present, formally dressed and with name 
badges in place, including Lyceum’s three newest members. 

Shawn knew that only two of the buses belonged to Lyceum; the other five 
had been rented for the occasion. He helped unload the luggage 
compartments and arrange the suitcases neatly in a long row. Brother Robert, 
looking as much like a southern gentleman as anyone could, greeted each 
party, handing them a schedule of events and an envelope with their name 
and room assignment written thereon, and with several coupons within for 
meals and other amenities. Then he selected a member from those assembled 
and introduced them. The member collected the party’s luggage and carried 
or carted it toward the Lodge entrance while chatting with the party and 
answering questions. 

Brother Robert selected Shawn to escort an elderly couple. As they had 
only two medium size suitcases, he carried them by hand. 

“Samuel, I bet they'll read Phoebe’s will at the Testament... that’s strange, 
there are two Testaments. Why is that, Sonny?” 

“They are being held in a room that won’t hold all of the guests at once, 
and Mrs. Hutchinson prepared her testaments that way. They are recorded 
messages from her to all of you. Here is your room.” 

“Novel,” the elderly man said, looking at the door. “Names instead of 
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numbers.” 

“Your lock is ready to be keyed,” Shawn explained. “In this cabinet you 
will find cups and utensils, ice and hot water. Towels and such are in the 
bathroom. You may have noticed on your schedules that there is a reception 
at nine o’clock.” 

“Where is that located?” 

Shawn pointed out the location of Conference Center One on the map 
printed on the back of their schedule. 

“Thank you, Son,” the man said, holding out a twenty dollar bill. 

“Um... you don’t have to...” he said, feeling embarrassed. 

“Of course not. Neither did Phoebe have to pay for all this for us.” He 
continued to hold out the bill. 

Shawn slowly took it, still not sure if it was the right thing to do. “Thank 
you... very much!” 

“You're obviously not a bell boy by trade. A real bell boy would have 
pocketed that in an instant, and be waiting for more. What’s your name, 
Son?” 

“Shawn, Sir.” 

“Will we see you again, Shawn?” the lady asked. 

“Yes, ma’am. I'll be helping out all weekend.” 

“You're from our part of the country, aren’t you?” 

“Yes. Greenville, South Carolina.” 

They talked for several more minutes, and then the couple appeared to 
want privacy to get settled into their room, so Shawn stepped out, closing the 
door behind him. He looked at the twenty dollar bill. For the first time since 
he had left home... no, for the first time in his life, he had proof that his efforts 
had been worth something to someone. 

* 

After escorting a young couple with a baby to their room, Ashley was 
helping to stock and serve the breakfast treats and light hors d’oeuvres that 
were pouring out of the kitchen into Conference Center One. It was not 
currently divided into several smaller rooms as she had most often seen it, but 
was completely opened into one huge room that could have held a thousand 
people if filled with chairs. At the moment, however, it contained plenty of 
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chairs for the three hundred and thirty funeral guests, tables for the reception 
food and drink which were beautifully decorated with flowers and silver, and 
plenty of open floor space for milling about. 

Keeping her ears open while carrying trays and pitchers, Ashley learned 
that the middle-aged man everyone seemed to want to talk to, or at least to 
appear to be talking to, was the Reverend Grayley Taylor from Mrs. 
Hutchinson’s church in Raleigh. She figured out that he would be officiating 
at the funeral, and she felt sorry for him after awhile, as he was constantly 
being asked questions, most of which he had to answer with a variation on, “It 
was Mrs. Hutchinson’s will that it be done that way.” 

By the time most of the guests had wandered away from the reception to 
walk in the gardens or otherwise enjoy the Lyceum campus before the 
scheduled activities started, Ashley had found that Sarah had been right 
during her final interview. Seemingly guessing her age, no less than six 
different people had asked her what she did there at Lyceum. Although she 
always listed it last, she mentioned her gymnastics training, now officially at 
elite levels, with pride. 

* 

As the entire Dining Hall had been decorated and arranged to seat the 
funeral party and Lyceum’s other guests for lunch, the members were making 
sandwiches in the Residential Lobby, just as they usually did on Sundays. 
With rolls rising and biscuits in the oven, Liberty dashed out of the kitchen at 
about 11:30, made two huge sandwiches for herself and Brenda, and dashed 
back. 

Brenda paused in the middle of building four German chocolate cakes and 
sunk her teeth into her sandwich. “What’d you put in this? I don’t think I’ve 
ever had a sandwich quite like it!” she said, mouth still half full. 

“A little bit of everything. It all looked good,” Liberty admitted, smiling. 

Just then Sister Helen burst into the kitchen. “We need rolls on the buffet 
table! Can I tell people those cakes will be ready soon?” she asked with a grin. 

“No way!” Brenda said. “These are for tonight!” 

Liberty handed Helen the first of many pans of rolls that would go out of 
the kitchen during that meal, and then went back to making more. 

Another server dashed in for salad bar materials. Sister Joan, chopping 
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and slicing things not far from the baking area with the help of the two 
thirteen-year-olds Karen and April, pulled what was needed from a nearby 
refrigerator. 

In like manner, the stream of requests from the servers continued for the 
next hour as the main body of the visitors, more than a thousand of them in 
all, passed through the buffet line. Liberty wondered what the following day 
would be like, with more than two thousand lunch guests expected. 

* 

The memorial service began at two o’clock. All of the guests at Phoebe 
Hutchinson’s funeral could have fit in the lower section of the Ecumenical 
Temple, but many chose to spread out in the seats above the main walkway. 

Shawn, still in a suit and tie, greeted people at the door and pointed out 
the seating options, steering those who had problems seeing into the lower 
seats, and those with ambulatory handicaps into the row of chairs at the same 
level as the main walkway. The most infirm he helped right to their seats. 

While everyone got settled, the Lyceum choir sang several hymns that 
were well liked at the deceased’s church. On the main floor at the bottom of 
the Temple, the elegant coffin, now open, was festooned with flowers and 
surrounded by candles. When most everyone appeared to be seated, the 
Reverend Taylor greeted them and opened the service with prayer. 

As Shawn stood near his assigned door, watching with half an eye for late- 
comers, his respect for Phoebe Hutchinson soared as the minister described 
her life and works, the many organizations she had helped with her talent or 
money, and the many people’s lives she had touched with her generosity, 
many of whom Shawn presumed were present at the service. He learned that 
she was one of the most respected people in her congregation, and people 
often went to her for advice, even when they were not in need of her 
generosity. 

Her husband and one of her children had pre-deceased her, leaving two 
children, several grand children, numerous nieces and nephews, and one 
sister, most of whom seemed to be present. 

The minister then asked anyone with fond memories of the deceased to 
step forward. One after another, sixty-seven people wanted to share their 
recollections of Phoebe Hutchinson. Most of them took less than a minute, 
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but a few took much longer. It was almost three o’clock when the stream of 
speakers finally ended. Then one more stepped forward. 

Shawn thought Sarah looked very pretty in her dark lavender dress, her 
long blond hair perfectly complementing its color. It was hard for him to 
believe that she was only nine years old. He was not surprised she was at the 
funeral, but he had not expected her to speak. She stepped to the podium. 

“Most of you have no idea how Phoebe has touched our lives here at 
Lyceum. We first knew her over a year ago, and it always seemed that instead 
of us serving her, she was serving us. The young people quickly grew to love 
her, and she was always doing nice things for families who were here to visit, 
and anyone who looked lonely and in need of a friend. 

“Then, when she returned this year, knowing she...” Sarah paused to deal 
with the feelings her own words were evoking. “...knowing she was going to 
die soon, we were all very sad. Now the story passes to someone else.” 

Sarah dashed back to her seat, obviously crying. Shawn wished he could 
comfort her, but felt the need to stay at his door, and could see that Sister 
Rachael was sitting next to her. 

To Shawn’s complete surprise, Liberty stepped to the podium. He had last 
seen her wheeling a cartful of cupcakes and tarts out of the kitchen, but now 
she was dressed in a dark blue full-length dress, her long black hair 
attractively cascading over her shoulders. He was stunned by her beauty. 

“T only met Mrs. Hutchinson once before she passed away. She gave me 
the honor of helping her to make a decision about a very large amount of 
money. That decision will soon enable many young people to learn about 
their world in the very best way there is, by traveling in it and studying in 
other countries.” 

She paused for thought, then went on. 

“T think my father is a great man, but it took me fifteen years to realize that 
fact. I only knew Phoebe Hutchinson for a minute, and in that time I could 
tell she was a great lady.” 

Liberty sat back down, feeling that her words had somehow been 
inadequate to the occasion, but not knowing what she could have added. As 
no one else stood to speak, Reverend Taylor closed the memorial service with 
prayer. 
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“And now, my friends,” he said after a suitable moment for reflection had 
passed, “it is time to walk with Phoebe one last time. It is a strangely beautiful 
way we will take. Phoebe loved this way the first time she saw it, and 
specifically willed that it should be part of her funeral. We will then linger in 
the Mortuary to pay our last respects before the casket is sealed.” 

The reverend and several of his assistants moved the candles and flowers 
from around the coffin, handing the vases to the ladies who were gathering 
near for the procession. The casket was temporarily closed, and eight male 
relatives and friends took it up. The Reverend Grayley Taylor led the way into 
the Tunnel of Ages, the only visible exit from the bottom of the Ecumenical 
Temple. The curtains at the entrance to the Tunnel opened on their own as 
the procession approached. 

At first the tunnel was very dark, although walkway lights near the 
carpeted floor made for sure footing. Then the walkers became aware that the 
tunnel had curved walls of glass, extending from about knee level on both 
sides and meeting at the top, forming a complete semi-circle. For a moment 
the glass seemed completely black and opaque, but soon they could see that 
just beyond the thick panes were layers and layers of sand of many different 
colors and shades, forming beautiful and sometimes intricate patterns, and 
giving a sense of being deep underground. 

But a faint blue-green light was growing up ahead, and a slight bubbling 
sound could be heard. The sand gave way to water, gently lighted from 
behind, and numerous kinds of tiny fish floated amongst plants and rocky 
grottos just outside the curving glass. The casket moved on in silence. 

Soon the water ended and a diorama opened out beyond the glass, at first 
of the sea shore, with tide pools and little waves splashing on the sand nearby, 
miniature boats in a harbor, scattered cottages and a fishing village further 
off. Faintly the cries of sea gulls could be heard, and the voices of men and 
women working and children playing. 

The scene beyond the glass changed quickly as the party moved on, 
becoming deep forests where all kinds of creatures roamed, deer and 
squirrels, rabbits and birds. In a glade of tall, brightly colored mushrooms, 
Elves danced, and out of a tunnel Dwarves brought crystals and jewels. 
Finally, in the deepest part of the forest, a pair of white unicorns could be seen 
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beside a pool of blue water. 

The Tunnel of Ages continued, seemingly lifting the walkers into the lofty 
peaks of high mountains. Big horn sheep and mountain goats clung to the 
rocks, and eagles soared. But soon even the snow capped pinnacles were left 
behind, and only clouds, and a few high-flying birds, could be seen. Then, as 
the party moved on, the light dimmed, and the stars came out. 

Thousands upon thousands of stars blazed, like on a dark moonless night 
far from any city, and yet they seemed so close they could almost be touched. 
A comet bent its tail around a nearby sun, and a ringed planet spun slowly just 
outside the curving glass. Colorful nebulae seemed to expand even as the 
funeral party passed, and an entire spiral galaxy could be seen in all its three 
dimensional splendor. 

Finally, to the complete surprise of all those who had never walked the 
Tunnel before, the last few stars seemed to move with them, and then grow 
into many different forms, some of them like angels, some of them like the 
Gods and heroes of mythology, and some of them like the teachers and 
prophets of old. Each of the forms grew until it was nearly full size, each 
gesturing onward through the Tunnel with expressions of welcome and 
comfort. And each form finally faded into the growing light at the end of the 
Tunnel of Ages. 

* 

The light was coming from above, and splashing water could be heard. 
The walkway started to gently climb as it also began to curve, and soon the 
party was gazing up at the many statues and fountains that were intertwined 
from the level of the Tunnel of Ages, all the way up to the ceiling of the 
Mortuary Building, two floors above. The walkway spiraled two complete 
turns around the sculpted figures and splashing waters before delivering the 
procession into a room of vaulted wooden ceilings, soft lighting, and planters 
filled with lush greenery. 

But the casket did not stop there. It continued on through wide double 
doors into a large open room, where it was placed on a low platform, opened, 
and again surrounded by flowers. 

Ashley and Liberty both recognized the room. Ashley now pushed an 
elderly lady in a wheelchair, and Liberty walked beside an infirm man with a 
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cane, his other hand on her steadying arm. They noticed that in addition to 
the many remembrance shrines all around the perimeter of the room, there 
was a special set of display boards and cases near the center of the large open 
space, with photographs and other memorabilia from the life of the deceased. 

For the next half hour, the funeral guests filed past the open casket, some 
shedding tears, others silent. They gazed at the memorabilia, some clearly 
having precious memories invoked, others just passing the time. Some 
peeked into the remembrance shrines, some nibbled at the light refreshments 
on a side table, and some stepped outside to smoke or to be alone. 

Finally, after the reverend again led the guests in prayer, the coffin was 
sealed by the bearers while the assembled sang hymns and dabbed at tears. 
Again it was taken up and slowly borne through wide glass doors and along a 
winding path into the cemetery. 

The burial plot was on an inconspicuous minor pathway, almost on the 
edge of the bordering woods, and the only other plots near were of youth and 
children who had died untimely deaths in accidents or had succumbed to one 
of the modern vaccineless viruses. But even though it was in an odd corner of 
the cemetery, it was just as nicely cared for as the main pathways, and the site 
the party now approached had obviously been prepared and decorated with 
unusual effort and expense. A large headstone had already been erected, but 
was currently covered by a cloth. 

The casket bearers placed their burden on the three boards that spanned 
the deep hole. As some people were murmuring about the appropriateness of 
the site, Reverend Taylor was careful to mention, as soon as he began 
speaking, that Phoebe herself had selected it. His closing speech and prayers 
were short, as so much had already been said in the Temple and in the 
Mortuary. The planks were removed, and the casket was lowered to its 
resting place in silence. 

Brother Howard pulled the covering cloth from the headstone. The entire 
assembly made sounds of amazement as the beautifully sculpted and polished 
stonework was revealed, a large cross with a scroll-like stone plaque where the 
arms intersected. 

Always remember the families and the children... Liberty said to herself, 
reading the plaque. 
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The base of the monument bore the name of the deceased, the names of 
her parents, her husband, and her children, and the dates of her life. 

Three hundred and thirty people passed by the grave where the beautiful 
wooden coffin sat six feet down. Most tossed in flowers, many also tossed a 
handful of soil. The stone cross stood like a watching sentinel. 

Shawn gazed at the proceedings in silence, there being a lull in his 
responsibilities for a time. He pondered all he had seen, and all he had done 
to help prepare for this funeral. He realized that many institutions existed 
that were willing to provide a set of tried and true services for the customary 
fee. But he knew the funeral he was witnessing, with all the special 
arrangements he had helped to make, all the services that were being 
provided, and all the facilities that were available here at Lyceum, would have 
been extremely difficult to stage anywhere else in the country, at any price. 
He wondered where Lyceum found the sheer courage necessary to deviate 
from the norm in so many ways, both in terms of services provided, and in 
terms of the fee charged. He knew that in this case, Lyceum was being 
handsomely reimbursed from Mrs. Hutchinson’s estate. But he already knew 
of many other cases in which Lyceum had not even met its expenses. He 
glanced at the nearby graves of youth who had died of AIDS and Ebola, and 
doubted that their families could have afforded the regular price of the marble 
headstones that adorned their resting places. He decided to run these 
questions by Brother Jacob the next time they were together. 

* 

As soon as the casket had been lowered, Liberty had dashed back to the 
kitchen to help Brenda with the desserts for that evening. Shawn had been 
assigned to stay as long as people were lingering around the gravesite, making 
sure they knew when and where the banquet was being held. He discovered 
that his assignment had been a proper one: several of Phoebe’s grandchildren, 
now adults, had been very close to her, and seemed to be lost in a timeless fog 
of emotions. As five o’clock approached, he gently offered to walk with them 
to the banquet room. All but two accepted his guidance. 

* 

The banquet was arranged and decorated to create an atmosphere of quiet 

and thoughtful relaxation. The Garden Dining Room was seating other 
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Lyceum guests, but the entire remainder of the Dining Hall was formally set 
with white linen and cloth napkins, stemware and polished silver, candles and 
fine china. The lights were low and the servers were dressed in dark colors 
and spoke in soft tones. There was a choice of two of Phoebe’s favorite dishes: 
baked chicken breaded with savory herbs, and Cajun spiced red snapper. The 
selection was preceded by delicate salads and flaky croissants, the latter of 
Liberty’s making. The main dish was accompanied by steamed greens with 
lemon, buttered hominy, and glasses of fine wine. Fresh fruit compotes 
followed closely. No one seemed unsatisfied. 

About 6:30, most everyone was nearing the end of their meal. Reverend 
Taylor rose. 

“Family and friends, in case you do not have your programs with you, I 
will read the names of the people who should attend the first part of Mrs. 
Hutchinson’s testament. I will walk that way at about ten minutes before the 
hour. Please remember that these testaments do not include information 
about Phoebe’s will. Her lawyer will be contacting the effected parties next 
week, and can also provide a copy of her will to any interested party starting 
Monday.” 

He read the list of names, and then nearly all of those rose and followed 
him from the Dining Hall. When they arrived at the Planetarium Theater, 
Shawn was there to greet them and check them off the list. Only one person 
slipped away after seeing that roll was being taken. His motive in going to the 
wrong testament was never known to any but himself. 

The lights in the Planetarium dimmed and the flowers and trees of 
Phoebe’s garden were projected all around the perimeter of the dome, with 
blue sky overhead. The holographic image of the elderly lady paced to and fro 
on the raised platform in the center of the room, with kind words for everyone 
on the list, including those few who had not attended. She also had 
exhortations for many, chiding some for being too close with their ‘vast sums 
of hoarded wealth’ and waging her holographic finger at others for being 
stingy with their skills and their time. 

The first group was quiet and thoughtful as they filtered out of the 
Planetarium, and the second group had much the same experience. In the 
following weeks and months, there was a considerable increase in the amount 
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of money and volunteer time flowing into charities and service organizations 
in and around Raleigh, North Carolina. 
* 

Desserts and evening drinks were served to the funeral party in 
Conference Center One after the last group had finished hearing Phoebe’s 
words. A few were disappointed that they couldn’t yet find out about the old 
lady’s will, but most had realized that so doing would completely change the 
mood of the weekend. Some tried to define that mood, and the only thing 
they could agree on was that a feeling of timelessness seemed to pervade the 
occasion. Others compared notes on the testaments, some making plans for 
ways in which they could fulfill Phoebe’s requests of them. 

Many Lyceum members, including Shawn and Ashley, remained on duty 
until midnight to help with the questions and needs of the funeral guests. 
Liberty and Brenda, however, cleaned up the baking area of the kitchen and 
headed for their residence hall as soon as the last desserts went out at 9:15. 
They knew they had to be back at work at four o’clock the following morning. 

Liberty found she wasn’t immediately sleepy, so she pulled out her writing 
pad and drafted a letter to one of the people who had made her present 
situation possible. 


August 5th 
Dear Mr. Neils, 

I’m sure you've heard from my dad by now, but I wanted to tell you 
myself anyway. I found out that I was accepted last Monday, and it was one 
of the happiest moments of my life. 

I owe you a lot. You taught me patience during the year I lived at the 
country house, and I don’t think I would have gotten into Lyceum without it. 
And even though I’m smart, the only useful skill I could claim when I got 
here was the one you helped me to learn — caring for horses. I'll probably be 
doing some of that for my assigned work here. 

Ive already started my helicopter pilot class, and it’s the most fantastic 
thing I've ever done. They have a really excellent simulator that I spent 
three hours in last week. 

I just helped at a big funeral, and it gave me a lot to think about, because 
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I met the lady before she died, and I think me and her had a lot in common. 
Thank you so much for everything! I'll visit as soon as I can. 
Love, 
Liberty 


* Ok OK 
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Chapter 3: Getting Started 


Phoebe Hutchinson’s funeral guests continued to swell Lyceum’s usual 
number of weekend visitors for most of the day following the funeral. 

The Dining Hall held a breakfast buffet from six in the morning until the 
lunch buffet began at eleven. Brother Robert later estimated that about two- 
thirds of Mrs. Hutchinson’s family and friends attended the inspirational 
service in the Ecumenical Temple, which was based loosely on the story of the 
Good Samaritan, but brought into modern terms. By the time the service 
ended at about half past ten, the big barbecue pits near the Amphitheater 
were roasting everything Lyceum could find, from hot dogs to chicken to T- 
bone steaks, in order to take some of the pressure off the Dining Hall as more 
than two thousand two hundred people began to think about something to 
eat. 

After lunch the funeral guests had their last opportunity to look at the 
memorabilia on display in the Mortuary, and to wander by the gravesite to 
leave flowers and other tokens of their love or respect. Even many of those 
who had held a strictly business-like attitude the day before were now feeling 
the loss of someone whom, they were forced to admit, would be missed by 
many, including themselves. About three o’clock they began checking out of 
their rooms, and the seven big buses rolled away from Lyceum shortly after 
four, destined for Portland International Airport and their chartered dinner 
flight back to Raleigh, North Carolina. 

Liberty and Brenda had finally finished their baking marathon as the 
lunch crowd thinned out in the early afternoon. Liberty went for a short swim 
and then fell onto her cot in Brenda’s room, sleeping deeply for the next three 
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hours. 

Shawn and Ashley staggered back toward the Main Lobby as soon as the 
buses pulled out, both dead tired, but neither sure what they wanted to do 
next. With the funeral guests and most of the people who had come for the 
inspirational service gone, the buildings seemed comparatively empty, even 
though there were still two or three hundred visitors and four hundred 
members on the grounds. They found an unused couch in the Main Lobby 
and plopped down. 

“I have never answered the same questions so many times before in my 
life!” Shawn said with a laugh and a sigh. 

Ashley chuckled. “You wouldn’t believe how many times the people I 
helped changed their minds about what they wanted to do! And it was always 
at the opposite end of the campus!” 

Just then Liberty approached, still rubbing an eye, and holding a folded 
piece of paper in her other hand. 

“Hi guys. Are they gone yet? I dreamed I was baking millions and 
millions of croissants and dinner rolls.” 

Shawn smiled. “Yes, they’re gone.” 

“What’s that?” Ashley asked, pointing at the piece of paper. 

“My class and work schedule,” Liberty said. “I think it’s been in my 
mailbox since Friday, but I’ve been so busy I just noticed it.” 

“I’ve got mine right here in my pocket,” Shawn said, digging it out, “but I 
haven’t had a chance to look at it.” 

“Wait a sec!” Ashley said, hopping up. “I'll see if mine’s there!” 

The young athlete was across the lobby and into the office in seconds, and 
back in seconds more. “Got it!” she said, sitting down on the floor near the 
couch. The other two slid off the couch and joined her on the floor, and they 
all three unfolded their papers and laid them flat for examination. 

“Here’s my pilot training on Tuesdays,” Liberty began exploring her 
schedule and explaining it as she went. “And there’s my simulator time on 
Thursday evening. I can schedule more time, but it’s booked solid except for 
the wee hours of the morning. Oh, yes! Check it out! Aeronautics on Monday 
and Navigation on Wednesday. Oh, fu... fardles. I can’t start them until 
September.” 
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“T’ve got things like that too,” Shawn said in sympathy. 

“Me too,” Ashley commiserated. 

“Hey! But I can start my Helicopter Maintenance class this Thursday!” 

“Is that all you’ve got, just helicopter stuff?” Ashley said, peeking at 
Liberty’s schedule. “Oh, you’ve got Literature, and History, and G.E.D. just 
like me. Have you got those, Shawn?” 

“Nope. Probably because I’ve already finished High School. I can start my 
General Science class, but I have to wait ‘til October to start Physics.” 

“Science, huh?” Liberty said, peeking. “And you’ve got Comparative 
Religion and Christianity. Wow, you cover all bases! I thought people who 
were into religion didn’t like science...?” 

Shawn smiled. “But this is Lyceum!” 

Ashley looked at her two older friends, wondering if they'd make a good 
couple someday. “What kind of languages do you guys have?” 

“Greek,” Shawn said. “Looks like I can start this week.” 

“Russian,” Liberty said. “What’s yours?” 

“French.” 

“French three?” Liberty exclaimed, glancing at Ashley’s schedule. “Oh, 
yeah, you already speak it. You’ve got a Math class?” 

“Yeah, something I’m not very good at. Computer Control Systems?” 
Ashley said, looking at Liberty’s paper. “Sounds hard!” 

“T don’t know. It’s so I can be a Technician’s Assistant in the Temple and 
Planetarium and other places. I think it’ll help me understand the Heliport 
Control Room too. Hey, how often do you have Gymnastics, anyway?” 

“Every day. Well, I mean, the class is three hours a day, Monday through 
Friday...” 

The other two whistled in disbelief. 

“...but we’re supposed to catch some gym time on weekends, too. I should 
have gone last night, but I didn’t get done with things until midnight.” 

“Me neither,” Shawn said. “Am I reading this wrong, Ashley, or do you 
really have an Exercise class five days a week, at 5:30 in the morning?” 

Ashley giggled with embarrassment. “Uh huh. It'll be my personal 
conditioning time. No stranger than getting up in the middle of the night to 
use the helicopter simulator!” she said, grinning at Liberty. 
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“What’s Depth History?” Liberty asked, peeking at Ashley’s schedule 
again. 

“T read about that,” Shawn said. “It digs into the history of certain 
interesting or critical times and places in depth. Does one a month, as I 
remember.” 

“Yeah. I can’t start it ‘til September,” Ashley said. “Hey, we all have 
Gardening!” 

“T think every new member has to take that, so they don’t totally trash 
their garden plot!” Liberty said. Then she looked at her schedule again. 
“Childcare! Why do I have a Childcare class?” 

Shawn smiled. “Because you work in the Children’s Program one day a 
week... and also because you're a young lady.” 

“Don’t feel bad. I have it too,” Ashley said. “What’s your vocational class, 
Shawn? I mean, besides gardening.” 

“Laboratory Procedures. And I work in the labs one day a week.” 

“Neat!” Liberty said with true admiration. “Okay, let’s compare work. I’ve 
got one four-hour shift in the Children’s Program, one baking, one Tech 
Assistant, and four one-hour shifts in the Horse Barn.” 

“The horses must be your ‘simple, humbling work,’ as Sister Patricia would 
say,” Shawn observed. 

“IT don’t mind it. I love horses. It’s the little kids I’m not so sure about.” 

Shawn read off his work schedule. “I’ve got one shift in the Children’s 
Program, one in janitorial, one in the Library, one as a Lab Technician, and... 
hmmm, this is interesting... one in the Art Gallery...?” 

“Howd you get that?” Ashley asked. 

“Hmm... I think I know. [ll fill you in later if my hunch is correct. What 
do you have?” he asked Ashley. 

“One in the Children’s Program, one in the kitchen...” 

“I don’t suppose it’s four to eight in the morning, like mine...” Liberty said, 
interrupting. 

“Nope, Sunday evening, starting next week. And then I have four one- 
hour Beginning Gymnastics classes, and I’m on-call for French interpreting.” 

“T thought you were an elite gymnast,” Shawn said, a little confused. 

“She is!” Liberty blurted out. This is her work. She’s the coach of the 
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beginning classes, dim-wit!” 

Both Shawn and Ashley looked at Liberty, he with a hurt look on his face, 
she with disappointment that Liberty was letting her street language and tone 
slip in already. 

“Hey, I’m sorry,” Liberty said. “I really didn’t mean it. Please believe me. 
It just slips out so easily sometimes. Really, I’m sorry.” 

Both Shawn and Ashley let their faces change to smiles. 

“Forgiven,” Shawn said. “But watch it, or you'll be doing my Children’s 
Program shift!” he added in jest with a grin. “We know what Ashley’s doing 
for Physical Education. I’ve got Aerobics and Choir. Don’t ask me why they 
put Choir in that category. What’ve you got?” 

“Swimming, twice a week. I’m looking forward to it. The swim coach did 
my final interview. He’s cool.” 

“Actually,” Ashley began, “I also have Ballet and Interpretive Dance. One 
dance class was required for elite gymnastics, but I couldn’t decide.” 

“Jeez, aren’t you going to wear yourself out?” Liberty asked. 

“Be respectful, Lib...” Shawn reminded. 

“No, she’s right. Most gymnasts retire by twenty. It can tear your body 
apart unless you're really careful. I’ve got some secrets I use. But ribbons and 
medals take a lot of work, no matter how careful you are.” 

Shawn looked at his schedule again. “Do you guys have the same three 
classes that I do on Monday morning — Procedures, Ethics, and Hospitality?” 

They looked. 

“Yep.” 

“Me too. They shouldn't be too hard, since we all survived this weekend!” 
Liberty said. 

“Really!” Ashley agreed. 

Shawn glanced at his watch. “Hey, it’s almost five, and we get to eat in the 
Dining Hall for the first time in days!” 

“What are you guys doing tonight?” Liberty asked. 

“Gym.” 

“Some personal prayer time, and then a walk with Brother Jacob. How 
about you?” 

“Swimming and hot pool, and then plenty of blissful, uninterrupted sleep, 
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free from the need to shape even one dinner roll or cut even one biscuit!” 
Liberty said. Then a thought occurred to her, and she snatched up her 
schedule sheet. “Until Wednesday at four o’clock in the morning, that is!” 

Her friends laughed. 

* 

Ashley was anxious to get back into the gym that evening, but first she 
slipped into the office to write the letter she had been meaning to send for 
several days. 


TO: JulieMK @Dakota.net 

FROM: AshleyMarie1042@ UnitedNations.net 
DATE: 06 August 

TIME: 18:37:40 

Dear Julie, 


I was accepted! Your lessons on the computer have already come in 
handy, as everything is computerized here. We had this huge funeral last 
weekend, and I was helping with babies and wheelchairs and trays of food 
the whole time. 

I get to move into my own room in a couple of days, and if you’re ever out 
this way, please visit me. I get almost a month of vacation every year, so I'll 
be in Rapid City sometime, but I don’t know when yet. 

Since I owe it to you that I discovered Lyceum in the first place, I’m 
sending you the catalog from the Gift Shop, and a fifty dollar gift certificate 
that I got at the end of evaluation week. Pick anything you want! 

Thanks for being my friend! 

See you! 
Ashley 


* 


The three friends first had a chance to exchange words on Monday when 
they all arrived at their Procedures class a few minutes early. 

“I just got off work!” Liberty said with pride. “I thought I would have to 
take care of horses alone like I did at home, but there was a lady there, Sister 
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Claire, who told me everything I needed to know, and Sarah was brushing a 
couple of the horses, and other people were working with the other animals — 
it was almost like a party! Everyone was talking about the funeral, and 
everyone was glad it was Monday!” 

Ashley sniffed Liberty melodramatically. “Just be sure to take a shower 
before greeting important guests!” 

“Hey, it was come right here or be late! A little barnyard aroma won’t hurt 
you. How was your 5:30 exercise class?” 

“It’s mostly grown-ups trying to stay in shape, but there’s a couple of 
others who are training for things. Did you have any classes yet, Shawn?” 

“Yes, Christianity. I was a little nervous at first — the teacher started by 
pointing out that it was a Christianity class, not a Bible class, and that she 
used lots of different materials and different points of view.” 

“You must come from a church that mostly uses the Bible,” Liberty said. 

“Yeah. Exclusively. But I figure I'll learn more this way, since I already 
know a lot about the Bible.” 

“That’s the spirit!” Liberty said, giving him a friendly punch in the 
shoulder. 

At that moment several other students were arriving and entering the 
classroom. Ashley recognized Sister Jennifer. 

“Hi, Jennifer.” 

“Hi, Ashley! I saw you working your tail off at the funeral. Want to sit 
with me?” 

“Sure!” 

Everyone found seats, as the teacher, a slender man who came in carrying 
stacks of books and folders, was getting ready at the front table. 

“Good morning, Sisters and Brothers. Everyone have enough excitement 
over the weekend?” 

The entire class chuckled. 

“Any procedural questions?” 

A hand went up. “A family came into the Recreation Center who had been 
given a pass by someone in the funeral party. I wasn’t sure if something like 
that was transferable or not. I gave them the benefit of the doubt, but I 
wanted to ask you also.” 
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“You did the right thing. Anything we issue that says or implies it has 
value should hold that value in every possible situation where there is the 
slightest doubt. Even if it said Not Transferable, it would have to name the 
person to whom it was originally issued, and then we would have to check 
I.D., which we all hate doing.” Many people in the class made noises of 
agreement. “But in this case, the family volunteered the information that the 
pass had been transferred to them, and there was no name on it. They acted 
honorably, and placed themselves at your mercy. That act deserves all 
possible credit. Can everyone see the issues involved?” 

Most everyone nodded. 

“Thank you,” the person said who had asked the question, clearly relieved. 

Several more procedural questions emerged from the events of the 
weekend. Liberty guessed that all fifteen people in the class had joined 
Lyceum within the last year or two. Then the teacher took some little blue 
booklets out of an envelope. 

“Okay, next topic is I.D. books. We have three new members with us today 
for the first time, and their books are ready, so I'll go through the basic 
explanations, and invariably doing so clears up questions that older members 
have. Who is Sister Ashley Marie?” 

Ashley raised her hand and received her little blue book, still not quite 
used to having the title added to her name. 

“And you must be Sister Liberty, and you must be Brother Shawn. 
Welcome, all three of you. These are your Lyceum Identification Books. On 
the cover you will see, in English, Russian, Chinese, and French, the names of 
the documents they contain.” 

“How were those four languages selected?” a lady asked. 

“Those are the four languages in which international business and 
diplomacy are conducted today. Any border official will recognize key words 
in at least one of those, even if his native tongue is Swahili or Urdu. No 
diplomat worth his salt speaks less than two of those.” 

“Thank you.” 

He again focused on the three new members. “Notice that on the cover are 
both the symbols of Lyceum and of the United Nations. That is because these 
books are also approved by the United Nations as containing all essential 
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diplomatic I.D. and credentials. Now that isn’t to say you have any diplomatic 
credentials yet. It just means they contain the necessary spaces.” 

He paused to let his last statement soak in. 

“The first two pages inside the front cover have a description of Lyceum 
and its relationship to the United Nations, as well as the addresses and 
contact numbers of all public Lyceum offices. As you can see, it is again in 
four languages. These numbers can be used by anyone to verify credentials or 
to obtain assistance for the member in any kind of emergency.” 

“So if I was overseas,” a man began, “and got so sick I couldn’t even talk on 
the phone, and someone found this and called, saying they needed money to 
help me, would Lyceum just send it?” 

The teacher suppressed a grin. “No. That would leave us too open to 
extortion. We would send another member, or a small team if it was in a 
dangerous area or we thought something fishy was afoot. You’d get whatever 
help you needed just as quickly that way, and we’d reimburse the caller for 
their expenses and efforts. Then there would be another member with you to 
help you get home or whatever was indicated.” 

The man nodded, obviously in harmony with the answer he had received. 

“Okay, on the next page is your biographical information — your name, 
and its transliterations into Chinese, Cyrillic, Arabic, Greek, Hebrew, Hindi, 
and Malay so that people will be able to pronounce it almost anywhere in the 
world. Also your birthdate, the name of your Lyceum campus, and your 
Lyceum member number.” 

Liberty had number 1043. She glanced at Shawn’s, who had 1044. 

“The next page contains several items of graphic identification — your 
picture, your signature, your thumb prints, and a small but unique part of 
your D.N.A. sequence. If all that isn’t serious enough identification, on the 
bottom of that page is also your Interpol file number.” 

Shawn and Liberty looked at each other. Lyceum, they both realized, 
didn’t leave anything to chance. 

“Turning the page you will find your yearly membership validations. 
These embossed holographic stickers, overlaid by an indelible ink stamp, are a 
different shape every year, and they’re almost impossible to forge. People 
have tried. You can get the following year’s sticker after December first, 
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earlier if you have need.” 

Liberty was very glad to see the current year’s sticker in her book, with 
spaces for fifteen more. 

“On the next page are the eight levels of U.N. diplomatic clearance. I 
imagine this page is blank for you three, as it is for most everyone else in the 
class at this point. Don’t feel bad — it took me two years to get my first U.N. 
clearance.” 

Ashley stared in amazement the moment she turned to the page he was 
describing. There, before her eyes, was Level One Diplomatic Clearance, 
sticker, stamp, signature, and date. She immediately turned red with 
embarrassment, and wondered if she should ask if it was a mistake or not. 

“When you do get these clearances, they are based on your languages of 
fluency and your foreign residencies, which are enumerated a little further 
on...” 

Jennifer noticed and whispered in Ashley’s ear, “What language do you 
know?” 

“French,” Ashley whispered. 

“..but on the next page is your medical information — blood type, 
allergies, diet, drug contraindications, severe or chronic conditions, corrective 
lenses, other adaptive devices, you name it. Make sure it’s all correct, as well 
as everything else in your I.D. books, and get with Sister Leonora in the office 
if anything isn’t just right. It’s a lot easier to fix it now than when youre 
halfway around the world on a mission.” 

Ashley decided to do so as soon as possible, just to be sure. 

“The next eight pages are technically for mission stamps, and again they 
are probably blank for you three...” 

Ashley looked. Two of the spaces on the first page were filled in with 
multicolored stamps, mission numbers, signatures, and dates. Those dates 
looked familiar. Suddenly Ashley realized what was happening. Lyceum was 
recognizing the assignments she had already completed, even though she was 
not a member at the time. The date listed for Service Mission #23-0435 was 
about when she completed her volunteer time at the Rapid City Convalescent 
Center, and the date listed for Service Mission #23-1197 was the last day of 
the South Dakota Special Olympics. 
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“_..but there is also an interesting story behind these pages. We discovered 
that border officials, especially in third-world countries, would mistake our 
I.D. books for passports, and apply their entry or exit stamp before we could 
say anything. So we now label these pages Mission and Travel Stamps, and 
most of us have a few items in them that should have gone in our passports. 
Turns out it’s no big deal — our I.D. books are more respected internationally 
than the passports of many countries.” 

A couple of people in the room, from third-world countries, nodded in 
agreement. 

“Next comes several pages for credentials. Theyre grouped into 
Languages, Cultural Residencies, Professional, Educational, and Other 
Credentials.” 

Ashley found her French fluency and Luxemburg-France residency 
credentials and smiled. Each had the key words in the four languages of 
diplomacy, along with holographic stickers, signatures, and dates. Shawn was 
proud to find his high school graduation listed. Liberty did not yet have any 
clearances or credentials, but her mind was racing as she made plans to fill in 
many of the spaces in her book in the coming years. She could imagine her 
pilot’s license listed under Professional Credentials, her G.E.D. under 
Educational Credentials, and her planned Russian fluency under Languages. 
She wondered where she would do her first foreign residency... 

“And that brings us to the three medically-related documents at the end of 
the book. For the Vaccination Certificate, make sure that any vaccinations 
you've had, whether or not they were for international travel, get copied from 
other records into the appropriate spaces by one of the doctors in the clinic.” 

Liberty remembered that her father was supposed to send that stuff. 

“Make sure that any medications you might need or want to take with you 
when traveling, even if they're not prescription in this country, get into your 
Certificate of Prescription Drugs. They might be strictly controlled in another 
country.” 

“Even aspirin?” Jennifer asked. 

“Even vitamins!” the teacher said. “You wouldn’t believe the trouble you 
can get in over anything that looks like a pill, a powder, especially if it’s white, 
or a lump of clay. We have a class on travel preparations in a few weeks, and 
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some printed material that you all need to be familiar with.” 

Ashley thought of her gym chalk, and almost laughed out loud that 
someone would mistake it for a drug. 

“And finally, you have all passed a Group A virus test, or you wouldn’t be 
here. It has to be repeated yearly, sometimes more often if you’re doing a lot 
of traveling, and the results go in your International Virus Certificate. If you 
ever fail the Group A test, any U.N. clearances you have are immediately 
suspended, and you become ineligible for international missions or 
residencies until you can get rid of the virus and pass the test... if that is even 
possible. We all need to keep that in mind when considering sexual 
relationships and when exposed to blood or other body fluids.” 

Liberty swallowed hard, and found herself pondering the implications of 
the International Virus Certificate for the remainder of the class period. 

* 

At noon, Shawn hurried to the Gallery for his first shift of assigned work. 
He entered quietly, as no one seemed to be there except for an elderly man 
peering at the artworks. But he had only stood there a few seconds when 
Sister Rachael’s voice came from an open doorway. 

“Tm back here, Shawn.” 

He poked his head through the door. The tall, late middle-aged lady was 
sitting on a stool in the middle of the well-equipped studio and frame shop, 
trying different colors of matte board next to a pastel chalk drawing that was 
pinned to a set-up easel. An oil painting in progress filled a large easel near 
the glass outer wall that looked over part of the Main Plaza. She adjusted the 
two lights that illuminated the drawing from above, and tossed the matte 
board sample back in the pile. 

“Have you eaten?” 

“Um, no. I just got out of Hospitality class.” 

“Why don’t you hit the kitchen before we get into anything. Get yourself a 
hearty lunch, and a tray for me. Make sure you tell them it’s for me — there 
are a number of things I can’t eat.” 

“Sure,” Shawn said. “I'll be back in a jiffy!” 

“Td rather you took your time and not risk dropping my tray,” she said, 
and looked at Shawn for the first time, a smile in her eyes. 
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Shawn smiled back, then walked at a leisurely pace to the Dining Hall for 
their lunches. When he returned, Rachael was completing the sale of an oil 
painting to the elderly man he had seen earlier. The painting sat majestically 
on a display easel as they discussed proper lighting, the best environment for 
its preservation, and other matters. Finally the man agreed to the asking 
price of one thousand five hundred dollars and extended a credit card. 
Rachael packed the valuable art object into a sturdy travel case and they 
shook hands. 

By the time the lunch hour was over, Shawn and Rachael had thoroughly 
discussed the artistic merits of the pastel drawing on the set-up easel between 
bites of food from where they sat on their stools at the opposite end of the 
work table. Rachael had, in that time, introduced Shawn to dozens of 
concepts and terms about compositional balance, contrast, color harmony, 
apparent texture, apparent depth, and viewing distance. 

Then, after washing their hands, they spent the next half hour deciding 
together on the proper colors of matte board for the work in question, and 
finally selected two values of the same green hue, which brought out all the 
good qualities of the drawing, they both agreed, when placed in a neutral satin 
textured frame. 

Shawn then learned the essentials of matte cutting, and to his own 
amazement only trashed one piece of board. By three o’clock they had the 
frame complete and the drawing permanently protected under glass. 

“How much will we sell it for?” he asked. 

“Depends,” she answered, stepping to a computer. “Let me see... we paid 
five hundred and fifty for it, and we’re putting another fifty into it today, 
which I will enter here where it says ‘Value of Added Material.’ I'll try to get 
eight hundred, but there are situations in which I'd let it go for less, and there 
are people I wouldn’t sell it to for under a thousand — the sharks and those 
who abuse art. Let’s go look at the studios.” 

During the remainder of his shift, Shawn received a thorough tour of the 
several different types of art studios across from the audio and video 
production areas. He had passed them many times on his way to and from 
the conference centers, but had never thought much about them. One 
contained easels and drawing boards and supplies for every imaginable type 
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of painting, drawing, and drafting. Twenty artists could have worked 
comfortably in the room at the same time, but at the moment there were only 
six, one of whom was a Lyceum member on duty to provide assistance and 
suggestions. 

“Oh, Rachael, did you know you're nearly out of burnt umber acrylic?” a 
golden-haired lady of about fifty years said from her stool and easel. 

“Good afternoon, Margaret. Ill make sure we get it in promptly. How’s 
the still life progressing?” 

“T have troubles with the shadows...” 

“Yes, I can see that... if you make your dark gray by mixing cobalt blue 
with this orange, you can vary the amount of each to make your shadows 
warmer or cooler. And you definitely need cooler shadows in this situation.” 

“Let me see... about like this? Let me try a dab of that here in the deepest 
shadow... why, yes! I believe that was my problem! Thank you again, 
Rachael. Sister Jackie is very helpful, but she doesn’t have your depth of 
experience.” 

Next they toured the sculpture studio, where people were working in clay, 
plaster, stone, wood, metal, plastic, and several materials that Shawn didn’t 
even recognize. 

“Next week Id like you to get box lunches for both of us, and then meet me 
in the Gallery so we can be on the road by 12:15. We'll hit several local 
galleries that might have some new stuff, and it will give you a chance to hone 
your eye for quality art. Today was good — one sale, one frame job, and your 
orientation. I'll see you next week, if not before.” 

Shawn had so much enjoyed his shift in the Gallery that he completely 
forgot to ask why it had been on his schedule in the first place. He headed for 
his next class, Beginning Greek, with a light heart. 

* 

That same afternoon, Coach Faelan worked intensely with Ashley on all 
those compulsory skills for which she had not given herself perfect scores the 
week before, and a few others for which he wouldn’t have given her perfect 
scores. She practiced and practiced them, and knew she would have to 
continue to do so in the coming days and weeks. But almost more 
importantly to Ashley, the slight loss of strength and lightness that she had 


Lyceum Challenge 51 


experienced recently, especially right after evaluation week, was starting to 
leave, and her coaches and team mates were starting to compliment her on 
the smoothness of her skill transitions and landings. 

Dinner that evening was especially tasty, both because Ashley was feeling 
very good about her new phase of gymnastics training, and because it 
included a number of delicious left-overs from the previous day, including 
some barbecued items. 

When she stepped into her French 3 classroom a few minutes before seven 
o’clock, she was surprised to discover that the room contained four very large 
and intricate game boards, all of which were set up and seemingly in the 
middle of a game. More game boxes were stacked on shelves on one side of 
the room. Without touching anything, she peered at the games that were laid 
out on the tables. Myths And Magic looked like fun, and Classical Cultures 
was Clearly the largest and most complex. Just then other students began 
arriving. 

They looked a little confused when they saw Ashley. They started speaking 
French, as they obviously knew they should, but some of them were tempted 
to slip into English just long enough to help the short little girl, whom they 
knew had just become a member, to figure out what classroom she should be 
in. 

Ashley figured out their discomfort, forgave them in her mind, and spoke 
in fluent French with a smile. “Quel jeu jouons-nous?” 

After a few exchanges, the other students learned that Ashley was indeed 
in the right room, and Ashley learned that they were playing International 
Diplomacy. They apologized for their earlier discomfort, in French, and one 
of them, an older man named Brother Patrick, explained that rarely did 
people join Lyceum already fluent in a foreign language, and never, in their 
experience, had a young person done so. 

The teacher entered a few moments later, and after speaking to Ashley for 
a minute to determine her level of fluency, the game began. It lasted for a 
solid hour, during which there were seldom less that three conversations 
taking place simultaneously, in French, as the players made their strategies 
and engaged in diplomatic meetings. Ashley was given the governorship of an 
island, which had been left leaderless when a member departed for an 
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overseas assignment several weeks before. Ashley soon learned that the 
island was a prime piece of real estate on which one of the other players 
wanted to build an air force base. The local people, however, wanted to keep 
the island an attractive tourist haven. She soon realized that the governorship 
of the island would be as interesting, and difficult, as any of the roles being 
played by the more experienced students. 

* 

With only minutes to spare, Ashley dashed to her last class of the day, 
which was meeting in the Lyceum Arena. She and Karen slapped hands, and 
at the teacher’s request, they walked to the Pro Shop together to get Ashley 
fitted in pink tights, black leotard, and leather dance shoes. 

When they returned, the class had split into beginning, intermediate, and 
advanced sections, each with an assistant teacher. Karen joined the 
intermediates, and Ashley could see Sarah in the advanced section. 

Ashley spent the rest of the hour discovering that every different athletic 
activity required strength and control of different sets of muscles, and the 
muscles she had developed for gymnastics had partly, but by no means 
completely, prepared her to be a ballet dancer. 

* 

Even though his attempted telephone conversation nearly three weeks 
before had not gone well, Shawn wasn’t ready to give up. He addressed the 
envelope directly to his mother, and then penned a short letter. 


August 7th 
Dear Mother, 
Ive started both work and college classes, which include religion classes. 
I have good teachers, and I've made several new friends. I have my first 
choir practice tomorrow. 
I hope everything is well with you and Dad. Please don’t worry about 
me. 
Love, 
Shawn 


* Ok OK 
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Chapter 4: Not as Easy as it Looks 


Only two months before, Ashley Marie Riddle had been just a slightly 
above average student at Rushmore Elementary School in Rapid City, South 
Dakota. She was generally well known at school and around town, of course, 
because of her gymnastics championship, but nothing about her school 
performance itself had earned her any attention or reward, either positive or 
negative. 

Successfully maintaining the basically good grades she brought home on 
every report card, given her gymnastics training schedule, would have earned 
her some kind of award if such things could be taken into account by school 
officials. As it was, only her adoptive parents, and her fellow gymnasts, knew 
the amount of effort such a feat required. 

When Ashley’s parents called her last school and told them that Ashley 
would be living in Oregon and that they needed a copy of her school records, 
the school officials simply assumed their ex-student would be attending junior 
high at her new locale. 

Now, on her second Tuesday as a member of Lyceum, in the middle of 
August when most students her age had their minds on anything but school, 
Ashley sweated through her first Essentials of Mathematics class at eight 
o’clock, thoroughly enjoyed her English Literature class at nine because three 
other students were making presentations, was a little nervous in her World 
History class at ten, and was quite amazed by the thickness of the study guide 
in her G.E.D. Preparation class at eleven. The first three were college level. 
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The last one would enable her to skip junior high and high school. 

On the way to lunch, with a thick mathematics text book, a paperback copy 
of The Once and Future King, her own Timetables of History that she could 
make notes in, and a G.E.D. practice book, all stacked under one arm, Ashley 
wondered when she was going to find time for all the necessary reading. 

But then she thought again, and reminded herself that those were all her 
hard classes, all on one day, except for Depth History on Friday starting in 
September. All she had to do was spread her reading out during the week and 
she’d be okay. 

But the idea that she was studying to finish high school, and in the 
meantime would be earning college credit, was still a little unnerving. She 
had never imagined that her efforts to get elite gymnastics training would lead 
to such a situation. 

* 

Shawn had a couple of hours free after Choir Practice, and knowing this, 
Brother Jacob had asked Shawn to meet him at the room they had been 
sharing for the last few days in Avalon Hall. 

When Shawn arrived, the door was ajar, and Jacob was not within. Shawn 
entered, and was immediately surprised to discover that the cot and all of his 
belongings were gone. He was beginning to feel a little miffed when he 
noticed a small paper sticker on the end table he had been using. It had a 
picture of a strawberry on it. 

Shawn smiled and looked around. Just as he suspected, he soon spotted 
another strawberry sticker, this one on the balcony railing just outside the 
door. He stepped out, closing the door behind him. 

Even as he looked around, he heard someone suppress a giggle, 
somewhere above him, he thought. He soon found the next sticker a few 
yards along the second floor balcony. 

The trail continued, all the way to the stairs, and then up. They led him 
out onto the third floor, on the opposite side of the large interior open space 
from Brother Jacob’s room. Finally he came to the last sticker, on a door. He 
tried the handle. It wasn’t locked, so he pushed it open. 

“SURPRISE!” about ten people shouted at once. They immediately 
surrounded him, blowing party horns and popping party crackers. He was 
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grinning from ear to ear as someone put a party hat on his head. Jacob was 
there, and Sarah, and Brother Howard and Sister Rachael, and several other 
people from the same residence hall. 

“Okay, everyone, let’s give the poor guy a peek!” Jacob said. 

They all stepped aside. Shawn had been expecting a little room, like his 
bedroom back at home. What he saw was his own apartment, the same size as 
Jacob’s, with a desk and bookshelf, a tiny refrigerator and sink, a bed and 
dresser, a round table and two chairs, and a little bathroom with a shower. 
Shawn could see that his few belongings were arranged in their proper places 
around the room. His eyes were big and his mouth was open. On the round 
table was a cake and a carton of ice cream. 

“It’s... it’s... fantastic!” 

“Hooray!” several people shouted. 

Rachael quickly served the cake and ice cream as several people had to 
leave soon for other duties. Shawn was kept busy receiving house-warming 
gifts from everyone present, and many more from others in Avalon Hall who 
couldn’t be there. Most were small and simple: wall hangings and posters, 
desk tools, kitchen and bathroom accessories. Shawn felt warm and 
wonderful inside, and knew he would be right at home in his little apartment. 

Jacob and Rachael and Sarah lingered for almost an hour, and they sat in 
the chairs or on the bed and talked about many things, like the other pieces of 
furniture and decorating materials that were available in various store rooms, 
and about how to use the small computer panel on the wall, and about the 
social gatherings that were held in Avalon Hall that Shawn may not yet know 
about. 

Finally his guests departed to let him get settled. 

Shawn spent a few minutes cleaning up the party left-overs, and then 
wandered about his new room... his very own apartment. He decided that its 
complement of furniture was completely adequate. It was his meager 
possessions that were still badly in need of supplementing. He looked at his 
bookshelf. There were his Lyceum books, his Ethics textbook and his Greek 
lexicon, and the book he had just received that morning in his Comparative 
Religion class. There also was the little book from his grandmother. 
Something was missing. 
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It took him a moment to realize that he had no Bible. He had given it to 
Todd back in Greenville. That had been the right thing to do, but now that he 
was Settling into his work and studies, he knew he would be wanting one. He 
grabbed his wallet from the desk and looked inside. He had almost two 
hundred dollars, as he had made sixty-five in tips at the funeral. But there in 
his wallet was also his fifty dollar gift certificate from evaluation week. He 
dashed down the two flights of stairs and through the woods. 

* 

The Gift Shop had a wide selection of Bibles and other religious literature. 
He looked them over carefully. One was almost identical to his old Bible, the 
same translation that his old church used... the same translation that his old 
church required, he remember with some distaste. His eyes kept moving. 

Then something caught his eye — a thick volume containing the New 
Testament in the original Greek and four English translations, one of which 
was the one he was used to. Having just started his Greek language class, it 
seemed as though it had been placed there just for him. He snatched it up, 
and then remembered that Sarah’s birthday was coming up that very 
weekend. He looked around. 

Finding something that felt right was harder than he had realized. She 
wasn’t grown up, but at the same time she had grown up long ago, compared 
to most kids her age. He finally settled on an attractive arrangement of dried 
fruits and nuts in a shallow woven basket. He could imagine her nibbling on 
them slowly, savoring them, while she sat by the ponds in the middle of the 
night, watching the fish, or gazing at the stars. He approached the counter. 

“Hello, Shawn,” the middle-aged oriental lady said. 

He tried to remember her name, but couldn’t. His face must have revealed 
his embarrassment. 

“I know you have many new names to remember. I’m Susan, from your 
Christianity class.” 

“That’s right! How are you?” 

“I’m very well, thank you. You know, there are always Bibles in the book 
exchange room over in the Residential Lobby... but you won’t find one of 
these in there.” 

“Hmm... maybe I'll look there for an Old Testament, but I really want this 
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also. I’m studying Greek.” 

“Well, then, this has no equal. It'll give you great insight into the problems 
of translation. How about a cloth cover for it that'll zip closed?” 

“Um, I saw those, but I sort of wanted to hold my expenses to this fifty 
dollar gift certificate.” He unfolded it and handed it to the lady. 

“And you’re now a member of Lyceum, remember? As I heard it, you put 
in many hours on that funeral. But if you prefer, just consider it a gift from 
me.” She walked to the display of book covers and selected the proper size. 

Shawn smiled. “The peace of Jesus Christ go with you.” 

“And with you, Brother Shawn.” 

* 

After dinner that evening, Liberty was just finishing her chore of resetting 
the tables for the next meal when the large lady named Sister Mary, who often 
worked in the kitchen, stepped out into the members’ dining area carrying a 
box. She looked at the few members who were still present, and her gaze 
stopped at Liberty. 

“Honey, do you have a few minutes to run an errand for me?” 

Liberty looked at the clock. “I have fifteen...” 

“That’s plenty. I just got a call from the Welcome Center. They’re running 
low on things. Would you take these supplies out to them?” 

“Sure, Sister Mary. Hey, that cod was delicious!” 

“Brother Glen prepared it. I’ll pass along your compliment.” 

Liberty set the last few places, stowed the silverware trays, and tucked the 
box of cookies, crackers, and beverage packets under her arm. 

When she arrived at the Welcome Center, she could see why they had run 
low. A large tour bus was just loading, and there were still many people in the 
gardens and plaza. She stocked the refreshment table and gave the rest to the 
member on duty to stash away. Then she headed toward the stables at a fast 
walk, deciding as she went that it would be quickest to use the path that went 
by the picnic area and playground. 

As she approached the playground, she could see ahead of her on the 
walkway the boy who was about sixteen leading a llama in the same direction 
she was going. As she remembered, he always seemed to be somewhere in the 
zoo taking care of an animal when she was working with the horses. He didn’t 
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see her coming. Just then a little girl of about four, who was also walking in 
the same direction with her mother, spoke to him. 

“What’s that?” 

“This is a Peruvian Llama,” he said. “Her name is Matilda. She’s heading 
toward home for the day after giving lots of rides to little girls and boys. 
Would you like a ride?” 

“Could I, Mom? Could I?” 

Liberty hung back and just watched. She saw that he was wearing jeans 
and a cowboy shirt. It was the first time she had taken a good look at him. 

“Well, we are heading that way,” the girl’s mother said. “It’s okay, Honey. 
The Petting Zoo is still open, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, until nine,” the boy said. “I’m Brother Jason,” he said, lifting the 
little girl onto the llama. “Are you enjoying your visit to Lyceum?” He began 
to lead the llama with one hand, keeping his other hand on the girl’s back for 
safety. 

Liberty was rapidly becoming impressed with what she saw. 

“It’s great!” the little girl said. 

“I was especially appreciative that you had childcare available,” the lady 
said. “That made it possible for me to see the museum and take in a 
planetarium show on a topic that wouldn’t have been interesting to little 
Jessica.” 

Liberty walked along behind, thinking and wondering. He was good 
looking. Very good looking. Shawn wasn’t bad either, but... maybe just as a 
friend. She wasn’t sure she and Shawn would click socially, and... 
emotionally. 

Jason set the little girl down, and she and her mother went off toward the 
Petting Zoo. He led the llama into the small animal barn. Liberty dashed 
toward the horse barn, hoping she wasn’t late. 

* 

No classes were scheduled on Wednesday mornings. It was reserved for 
meetings, both of the Lyceum Council itself, and of numerous departments, 
programs, and special task groups afterwards. 

To make this possible, events were rarely scheduled during that time, and 
as few Lyceum members as possible had work assignments. 
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Lyceum’s three new members had already been shown how to use the 
computers to find out what meetings were taking place. None were relevant 
to them on that particular Wednesday. 

But at the meeting of the Lyceum Council, Sister Leonora, who currently 
had stewardship of all member records, excitedly stood to give her report. 

“The three young people who were accepted out of the last evaluation week 
are really a pleasure to work with. All three are getting settled in quickly, and 
have sunk their teeth into classes and work assignments already. They were 
all extremely helpful during the event last weekend, and made some good tips, 
I understand. And as an added bonus, they appear to be fast friends. The 
youngest, Sister Ashley, is fluent in French and has Level One clearance. 
Sister Liberty is a U.S. senator’s daughter, and her I.Q. is almost off the scale. 
Brother Shawn is the sweetest boy you'll ever meet, and very religious. In 
addition, acceptance letters have been sent out to seven other prospective 
members from the same group, five of whom have indicated an interest in 
resident membership...” 


* 


August 8th 
Dear Jenny, 

Ive been accepted, and I get to continue my gymnastics training now! I 
have classes that are all college level, and two different kinds of work, three 
different kinds starting next month. 

But I really miss you. I miss taking you down to the snack bar, and going 
window shopping together, and sitting out on the porch and listening to you 
play your recorder. 

As soon as I know when my vacation’s going to be, Ill let you know. I 
want to spend part of it in Rapid City with my parents and you and one 
other friend. 

So until I get to see you again, keep looking up at the stars, and keep 
playing your beautiful songs whenever you can! 

Your friend forever, 
Ashley 
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* 


Ashley was in a very bouncy mood that morning following the house 
warming party in her newly assigned apartment in Rivendell Hall that had 
been put on by Karen, Tabitha, Coaches Shannon and Faelan, Sister Heather, 
and several others. 

But when she arrived back at her room after posting her letter to Jenny, 
she couldn’t get to the door. Four huge boxes, which had obviously just come 
through the mail, blocked her way. 

Ashley hadn’t been doing push-ups and sit-ups for six years for nothing. 
After determining that they had come from her parents in Rapid City, a few 
minutes of pushing and shoving brought all the boxes into her apartment. 

With the pocket knife she kept in her purse, she opened the box labeled 
Letter Enclosed, and amongst a collection of her own belongings, she soon 
found it. 


August 3rd 
Dearest Ashley, 
Your mother and I are so very happy for you. That isn’t to say that tears 
arent flowing around here, but that’s just because you've been such a 
wonderful daughter, and we’re going to miss you so much... 


Tears were flowing in one particular residence hall room at Lyceum as well 
as in Rapid City. Ashley was not prepared for the intense homesickness she 
began to experience as she read the letter from her parents. She sat down on 
her bed and looked at all the things in the big box that had once sat on her 
shelves, or been tucked neatly into her dresser drawers, back in her room in 
her adoptive parent’s house. Knowing all those thing were now with her at 
Lyceum made her painfully aware that she was no longer living at home, and 
could no longer feel her mother’s arms around her when she was sad about 
something, could no longer sit with her father in the living room and talk 
about how their respective days had gone. She suddenly realized how much 
she had given up to get her elite gymnastics training... and her Lyceum 
membership. 

After a few minutes, she finished reading the letter, and than began to 
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slowly unpacked her clothes, books, games, dolls, and a few new things her 
parents had thrown in as gifts. 


..and even though your grandmother will be using your room for awhile, 
this is still your home any time you need it, and if anything happens to your 
membership out there, we'll welcome you with open arms... 


Coach Faelan was understanding when Ashley showed up fifteen minutes 
late for gymnastics with red eyes and, if she had had one, her tail dragging 
between her legs. 


* 


August 9th 
Dear Reverend Walker, 

I’m sorry I wasn’ able to continue volunteering at the mission, but I 
made some tips last weekend that I wanted you to have to help with the work 
there. 

Please say hello to everyone for me, especially Charlie in the kitchen. 

Sincerely, 
Shawn Mitchell 


* 


Shawn’s first initiation into the world of Science happened that Thursday, 
starting with his General Science class at eight in the morning, and followed 
by his Laboratory Procedures class at ten. During both he was aware that his 
first shift as a Lab Technician would be that very afternoon. 

His initial reaction was a sense of joy at the many, many ways in which he 
could see the hand of God at work. In every diagram he could see the beauty, 
in every formula he could see the inherent simplicity, and in every chart he 
could see the wonderful inter-relationships between one phenomenon and 
another. 

But toward the end of General Science, and definitely as he began Lab 
Procedures, he became aware that he was extremely unprepared for many of 
the kinds of thinking and doing that science required. 
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His mathematics skills were not at all bad, but he quickly discovered that 
he had never really learned how to use them. Most of the other students 
seemed to know exactly when and how to transpose a formula in order to 
place the unknown term by itself on one side of the equation. Shawn was only 
able to do so with great mental effort, and only with the simplest formulas. 

When they began to work with glassware, Shawn found that no amount of 
wishing or talking had any effect on the results. He had recently come from 
living at home, an environment in which many things would happen just by 
wishing for them. His primary model in life so far had been his father, a man 
who got what he wanted by talking. The only thing that mattered now was 
whether or not the procedure had been done correctly. 

Shawn tried the glassware set-up procedure four separate times with 
shaking hands. The first time he broke one of the pieces of glassware. The 
second time he got it all assembled only to find that he had left out a 
necessary chemical. The third and fourth times he finished, but the ultra- 
violet scanner showed that it was contaminated and wouldn’t have worked for 
its intended use. He wanted very much to cry. 

“Are you doing anything after lunch?” the teacher asked, pulling a stool up 
beside him. 

“Um... no, I’m free until four.” 

“Would you like to try it again? I'll watch and see where you're going 
wrong. Sometimes a little food in the belly and some pondering time can do 
wonders for an experiment.” 

“Thank you. I'd... like to try it again.” Either that or throw it against the 
wall. 

* 

While thoughtfully chewing a bite of a tasty enchilada, Shawn realized 
what had happened. He could see it in his mind, almost as if he was watching 
a video recording of himself assembling the glassware. As soon as he had 
taken the condensing tube out of the sterilizer, he had held it securely on one 
end to insert the ionizer in the other end. The securing hand had allowed a 
finger to enter the tube and touch the inside. That finger, he now realized, 
had introduced moisture, oils, and bacteria. No wonder the scanner had 
declared the assembly contaminated! 
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Shawn laughed out loud, and several of the members around him looked 
with curious eyes. He didn’t care — he felt an immense relief, as if a great 
weight had just been lifted from his shoulders. Then he gave those nearby a 
brief explanation of the predicament he had been in, and how he had found 
enlightenment in an enchilada. 

Back in the lab after lunch, his hands were shaking much less, and he 
remembered to not let his finger go inside the sterile condensing tube. The 
first assembly was still contaminated, and the teacher pointed out why. The 
second one was perfect. Shawn breathed a loud sigh of relief. 

That evening during his first work shift in the Physics Lab, Shawn was 
given a thorough orientation by the other technician, a lady who was working 
on her doctoral degree in Physics and Astronomy. He was happy to discover 
that he need do nothing for several weeks but watch and learn, and that he 
wouldn’t be alone in the lab until he felt ready and had passed several exams. 
He was able to relax and re-find the joy he had felt earlier that day in the 
beauty, simplicity, and inter-relatedness of everything he saw and learned. 

* 

At eight o’clock that same morning, Liberty stepped into the Children’s 
Program room that was dedicated to birth through five years of age. Her 
stomach was tied in knots. 

During her fifteen years of life, Liberty Buchanan had learned a fantastic 
number of things on a wide variety of topics, including a number that were 
either precocious or socially unacceptable. But she had carefully avoided 
learning anything about babies and young children. 

“Good morning! You must be Liberty?” a fairly young lady said, working 
at a diaper changing table on one side of the room. 

Even though the room was well enough ventilated that no odor was 
apparent, Liberty reached up to pinch her nose closed, stopping herself just in 
time and lowering her hand. “Yeah, I’m Liberty.” 

“Liberty, come meet Ben!” 

She reluctantly approached the changing table. 

“Oh, by the way, I’m Sister Lynette. Ben’s mom is in a conference right 
now. She'll be in at ten and noon to nurse him.” 

“T want you to know, I’m pretty new at all this baby stuff.” 
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“That’s okay, isn’t it Ben? That’s why I’m here. If you were an old pro, 
you'd get this shift alone!” 

Just then a man arrived with a little boy about three. The arrival of the 
little boy caused a girl of about four to emerge from the playhouse in one part 
of the room. The little girl had been so quiet until then that Liberty hadn’t 
noticed her. 

“Hello there!” Sister Lynette said to the man. “Will this young lad be 
joining us for awhile?” 

“Um... what do you charge?” the man said. 

“Tt’s on a donation basis. Whatever you're comfortable with.” 

“Well... um... this is Sammy. Do you serve snacks?” 

“Snacks every hour, or right away if he’s hungry. I can even make him up a 
breakfast...” 

“Oh, no, he’s eaten breakfast. It’s just that he can’t eat citrus fruits, or he'll 
get a rash.” 

Sister Lynette made a note on a clip board. “No citrus fruits. Any other 
items he should or shouldn’t eat?” 

“No, just be careful, because he does love oranges.” 

“Oh, I understand. So do I. But you know what, Sammy? I’ve got some 
raspberry-apple juice that I bet you’ll just love! How long will he be with us?” 

“Well, I have a meeting, and then there’s a planetarium show I’d love to 
take in, and then a business lunch. Is one o’clock too late?” 

“Not at all! We're open until eight in the evening, later with advanced 
notice. But Ill put you down for one o’clock. Sammy will probably be 
wondering where you are by then. Please take a moment to read and sign this 
form.” 

The man sat at a nearby table and read the form, which gave Lyceum the 
temporary authority to feed and care for Sammy, administer emergency 
medical care, and otherwise keep him safe and sound. Liberty had been 
watching the entire transaction, still feeling very stiff and uncomfortable. 

“Liberty, why don’t you go play with Becky while I get Sammy some juice?” 

Liberty swallowed. “Um... I don’t think I’ve ever played with someone that 
age before...” 

“That’s okay — she'll teach you how. Come on over here, Sammy. We call 
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this part of the room our restaurant, because this is where we do all our eating 
and drinking...” 

She'll teach me how? The idea of learning anything from a three-year-old 
was new — and uncomfortable — to Liberty. But she didn’t want to seem 
uncooperative, so she ambled toward the playhouse where Becky was still 
peeking out and watching everything that was happening in the room. 

“Hi,” Liberty said as she stood there wondering what to do. 

Becky looked up at the tall fifteen-year-old. “You a monster?” 

Actually, that was a pretty fair description of how Liberty felt at that 
moment. “Well... um... I can whinny like a horse!” 

Becky started giggling. “Do!” 

Liberty did a good, but not too loud, imitation of a horse whinny. 

Becky giggled some more. “Now do monster!” 

Liberty needed to get past the monster image. She had no intention of 
snarling and slavering and picking up doll houses and pretending to eat them. 
Finally she realized her height was probably what was casting her in the 
monster role. She stooped down and put her hands on the floor in front of 
her. 

“Nope. I’m a bunny rabbit!” 

Becky continued the lessons, and in less than an hour, Liberty had learned 
how to play again. They both imitated many animals they knew, and some 
they didn’t know. Becky had never heard of an orangutan, but was willing to 
try it. Liberty had never heard of a snork, but did, in Becky’s opinion, a half- 
way descent job. Eventually Sammy joined them, and their repertoire 
increased with his demonstrations of sblobs, grunchies, and astro-tigers. 
Sister Lynette looked on and smiled. 

More children arrived, both babies that Sister Lynette seemed willing to 
care for, and older ones who quickly joined Liberty’s rapidly diversifying zoo. 
At nine o’clock Liberty learned the routine of serving little snacks in the 
‘restaurant, and at ten, she discovered she was far more embarrassed than 
Ben’s mother during the baby boy’s nursing session. 

The new arrivals taught Liberty even more about playing than Becky alone 
had done. Some of them were regulars who knew exactly where the toys were 
and what could be done with them, and by eleven o’clock Liberty was getting a 
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pretty good handle on the resources that were available to her. 

Between 11:30 and noon several of the children, included Becky, left with 
their parents. Liberty experienced some sadness, especially over Becky, the 
one who had taught her to play by calling her a monster. But the remaining 
children quickly diverted her from her thoughts. 

Before Liberty realized, it was ten minutes after twelve and another 
member had arrived to take over. Sister Lynette motioned for Liberty to join 
them, and she familiarized the other with the peculiarities of the currently 
enrolled children, such as Sammy’s citrus allergy. Liberty listened to the 
process, then waved good-bye to the children and walked with Lynette toward 
the Dining Hall. 

“Well, how did you like your first shift in the Children’s Program?” 

“I was scared to death at first!” 

“T could tell. But you did very well. Ill let you just work with the older 
ones for a few weeks, and I'll take care of the babies.” 

“Thanks!” 

“Then we'll switch.” 

Liberty was silent for a long moment, but eventually was able to crack a 
slight smile. 

* 

When Liberty arrived at her first Helicopter Maintenance class, she found 
the same people who were in her piloting class, plus two others who were 
improving their mechanics skills but were not interested in becoming pilots. 
The class met in the large hanger behind the landing ports, which was about 
twenty feet high and had a wide walkway around three sides at about the 
twelve foot level. Only one helicopter was currently in the hanger, and it had 
been pulled very close to one side of the overhead walkway. 

As soon as Sister Erica entered, she began handing out responsibilities. 
“Fred, we'll need a set of torque wrenches. Helen, you can go ahead and 
disconnect the bird’s electrical system. Larry, we'll need the de-polarizer. 
Liberty, you'll find an empty parts box in the blue cabinet down there. Tim, 
youre on the hoist.” 

The teacher narrated as she worked, sitting on top of the huge helicopter 
while the class handed her tools from the nearby walkway. Liberty sat on the 
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edge with the multi-compartment box on her lap, receiving handfuls of parts 
and placing each different type into a different slot. Helen soon announced 
that the aircraft’s electrical system was completely down, even as Tim 
maneuvered the overhead hoist so that its hook was directly over the place 
where Sister Erica was working. 

The access hatch on top of the helicopter now open, Larry stepped onto the 
bird and attached the small electronic device he was holding to the much 
larger generator they were in the process of removing. He described each 
thing he did to the others. 

Then Fred stepped onto the bird and Erica guided him through the 
attachment of the removal harness and the disconnection of the torque 
converter. She double-checked everything and then Tim, working from a 
hand-held remote control box, carefully operated the hoist, and the huge 
generator slowly rose out of its compartment. 

“This baby puts out almost a thousand watts,” Erica said as Tim guided his 
cargo free of the long rotor and slowly down to the hanger floor. “A new one 
costs seventeen thousand dollars...” 

Several people whistled in disbelief. 

“The rebuild kit alone is two thousand dollars, and that doesn’t do 
anything for the windings, which are burned out.” The generator was now 
almost on the floor, and the two mechanics were receiving it on a padded 
dolly. “We did buy the rebuild kit, but we’re going to rewind it ourselves, and 
when we're done, it’s going to be far better than new.” 

This wasn’t what Liberty had envisioned. What happened to the good old 
days of checking the oil and putting air in the tires? She carefully carried the 
parts box down to the floor of the hanger behind the rest of the class. 

By the end of the class period, they had completely disassembled the 
generator and had it laid out in an orderly manner on a large work table. The 
armature sat alone, and its burned-out coil could be clearly seen... and 
smelled. 

“Okay, we have some cleaning to do all around, new gaskets and insulators 
here and here, new lead-in wire, new brushes, we'll turn and gap the 
commutator, and we'll even have the Physics Lab check the magnets for flux 
weakness. But our main problem is right here,” she said, pointing to the 
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armature. “Only one coil is burned out, it looks like, but we’re going to rewind 
all three. We'll get more practice that way, and we'll have a superior product 
in the end. Everything we'll need is on order and will be in by next week, even 
if I have to drive to Seattle and get it myself. There’s a handout on the end of 
the table about rewinding permag generators. Read it at least twice by next 
class — everyone will be doing some of the rewinding. See you all then.” 

Liberty looked over the handout as she wandered back toward the Main 
Lobby. She wasn’t sure she was going to enjoy her Helicopter Maintenance 
class. Then she saw in her mind the credentials pages of her Lyceum I.D. 
book, and imagined another space filled in, right under her Helicopter Pilot’s 
License — it said Certified Helicopter Mechanic. A smile appeared on her face 
and her step quickened. She wanted to read the generator rewinding handout 
once even before her swimming class started. 


* 


August 10th 
Dear Coaches Jim and Tina, 

I just wanted to tell you that I was accepted at Lyceum and Ive started 
training again. My new coach says that my earlier training was excellent, 
and I wanted you to know. Thank you for all the help you gave me, and for 
making my gold medal possible. I understand now why I couldn’t do elite 
skills there. If I win more medals, I'll tell people that I started my training in 
your gym. Please tell all the team members hello for me. 

Love, 
Ashley Riddle 


* Ok OK 
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Chapter 5: An Unexpected Trip 


The warm days of August continued in the Pacific Northwest, and on that 
Friday, less than two weeks after she had been accepted as a member of one of 
the most comprehensive and demanding service organizations in the world, 
Ashley was warming-up with her two team mates in the gym, getting ready for 
a day on which she felt sure she would be able to do the Korbut Handstand on 
the balance beam without a spotter. 

They were about ten minutes into their warm-up time, and Sister Shannon 
was pushing them to get all possible stretching mileage from their pairs 
rowboat exercises. Coach Faelan was looking at the schedule board just 
outside the coach’s office. The telephone chimed, and he slipped into the 
office to answer it. 

Less than half a minute later, he poked his head out of the office, hand 
over the telephone’s mouthpiece, and yelled. “KAREN! TABITHA! ASHLEY! 
Over here, ON THE DOUBLE!” 

They looked at Shannon, and she shrugged and motioned for them to 
comply. They hopped up and ran for the coach’s office, gathered around the 
open door and listened to his conversation. 

“...yes, I have two National Championship ribbon-holders, one with fifth 
and ninth places, one with sixth place all around, and I have a State 
Championship gold medallist... Oh, yes, they can put on an excellent show, 
and demonstrate just about anything you could want... Just a moment, I’ll ask 
them.” 
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He looked at his elite gymnasts. “I have a program manager from 
Disneyland on the line. He has a gymnastics demo scheduled for five o’clock 
in the Tomorrowland Pavilion, and the team he had lined up can’t make it, 
and no one else he’s called seems able to get their members together on such 
short notice. Want to do it?” 

The three looked at each other with bulging eyes. 

“Sure!” Karen said. 

Tabitha and Ashley confirmed their team captain’s decision with excited 
nods. Ashley wasn’t sure if this was for real, or some kind of joke, but she 
figured it would be safest to assume the best. 

“They’re willing, as you heard,” the coach said into the telephone. “If you'll 
stay with me for one more minute, I'll find out if we can get ourselves there in 
time... Yes, I'll make sure it takes no more than one minute.” 

He looked at his gymnasts and flashed them a smile, then pressed some 
keys on his telephone. 

“Hello, Sister Larissa. Are you working the Travel Desk today?... Good. I 
have someone on the line, and I need a piece of information in forty-five 
seconds or less, preferably thirty. Can you get four of us to Los Angeles by 
4:30?... Yes, I know that will be a challenge. Do your best.” 

The seconds ticked by. The three girls in the doorway were like little time 
bombs about to explode. Tabitha was beginning to jump up and down, but 
Karen grabbed her arm and the younger gymnast relaxed a little. Ashley had 
her fingers crossed. 

“Yes, I’m here... Oooo. That’s cutting it close, but it might work. Stay on 
the line please.” He touched a button. “I can get us to LAX at 4:45. Can you 
transfer us from there?... Excellent!... Yes, they'll be dressed and ready to go... 
yes... right... Five thousand? I think that should cover our expenses. Can you 
throw in passes for the weekend, hotel, and meals?... Great. I'll have someone 
call you as soon as we know our arrival gate number... Yes, you’re welcome!” 

He touched another button. “Larissa? It’s happening. When and how do 
you want us to go?... Ten minutes? Okay. I'l need you to coordinate 
everything here. I need mission documents, cash, debit card, coverage for our 
work schedules, everything... Thank you!” 

He turned to the girls. “You DO NOT have time to go to your rooms. Get 
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your sweats, performance leotards, and street clothes from your lockers, and 
be at the heliport in FIVE minutes. Go, go, GO!” 
The gymnasts ran for the door. 


bod 


“Shannon, grab me a little bag of chalk and some tape}... 
* 

As they all three worked to cram everything into their gym bags at their 
lockers, Ashley finally had a chance to ask for the reassurance she needed. 

“This is really happening, isn’t it?” 

Karen answered while slipping into her shoes. “It sure is. You're a 
member of Lyceum now, remember? And what is Lyceum’s primary 
purpose?” 

Ashley knew the answer. She had heard the word hundreds of times 
during each of her evaluation weeks. She had finally learned to incorporate 
the word into the answers she gave to questions that were put to her during 
evaluation week, during Mrs. Hutchinson’s funeral, and at other odd times 
when she had contact with the public. She was now being forced to think 
about the meaning of the word. “Service,” she said, zipping her gym bag 
closed. 

“That’s right. Let’s go!” 

They ran, still in their leotards, through the Recreation Center, down the 
long corridor that led to the Education Complex, and finally into the Main 
Lobby, then along the wide walkway to the Lodge, through its lobby and on 
toward the heliport, arriving slighted out of breath but by no means 
exhausted. 

Through the glass doors to the landing port they could see and hear that 
one of Lyceum’s helicopters already had its engines running, and its rotor was 
just being engaged. It turned slowly at first, then faster and faster. 

Then two other people arrived. A black lady wearing a communications 
headset burst through the door from the control room, and Coach Faelan 
came running up the corridor carrying a gym bag and a shoulder bag. 

“Okay,” the lady with the headset said as soon as they were all together, 
“you're on a real tight schedule, so we’re bending the rules by boarding you 
with the rotor going. We can’t legally open the main doors, so I'll take you 
through the service room, and we’re booking you all as crew members. Just 
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remember that you'll be stepping into a hurricane!” 

They all nodded and she led them through a little door to a small room 
that was directly under the control room. It was full of emergency and rescue 
equipment. Then she prepared to open another small door that led out to the 
landing port. 

“Ready?” 

They all got a good grip on their bags, and she opened the door. 

Ashley found that walking through the strong rotor wash was not nearly as 
bad as the feeling of fear that welled up inside her when she saw the rotor 
slicing the air not that many feet over her head. For a moment she could 
clearly see in her imagination what it would do to her body if she and it were, 
for some reason, at the same level. 

She hadn’t realized it, but she must have frozen. Suddenly she felt a firm 
hand on her arm urging her forward. She looked into the face of her coach, a 
gentle man that she had already trusted with her life many times as he spotted 
her on the elite skills she was learning. That was a necessary part of being a 
gymnast, and they had entered into that relationship, that bond, without ever 
discussing it or questioning it. 

Now he urged her forward. She forced her legs to walk. 

A moment later they were all inside the helicopter and the passenger door 
was slid closed. The wind stopped, and Ashley could see that she was now 
safely separated from the spinning rotor. 

“You turned green on me for a moment there, kid,” Brother Faelan said. 

“Tve never been in a helicopter before.” 

Overhearing, the co-pilot handed Brother Faelan an air sickness bag. At 
the same moment, the helicopter lifted from the ground, and the pilot did not 
have the luxury of making it extremely slow and smooth, as he knew he had to 
deliver the foursome to the Eugene Airport in about fifteen minutes flat. As 
soon as he had cleared the port building, he tilted the bird forward and drove 
the jet engines to their maximum output as soon as all his indicators told him 
it was safe to do so. Everyone was pressed into their seats as they quickly 
accelerated to one hundred and ninety miles per hour. Ashley closed her eyes. 

“Howre you doing, Ashley?” her coach, purposefully sitting beside her, 
asked. 
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She answered without opening her eyes. “So far, so good. Glad I ate a 
light lunch. Tell me when we get to Disneyland.” 

“Before that happens, we have to land in Eugene, get on a small passenger 
jet, fly to Los Angeles, and be transferred to Disneyland in another helicopter. 
And, of course, between Eugene and L.A. we have to plan our show. Think 
you'll make it?” 

Ashley thought about it, eyes still closed. Disneyland. An elite level 
gymnastics demo. Los Angeles, California, one of the largest cities in the 
world. All of those things fit into her dreams too well to let a stupid fear of 
rotor blades, or a queasy stomach, stop her. “I'll be okay in a minute.” 

Brother Faelan put the air sickness bag in Ashley’s hand, and then went 
through the luggage he had brought. Karen and Tabitha were doing the same, 
taking those few minutes to fold their clothes. A few minutes later the co-pilot 
happily announced that he had confirmation from the airline that the plane 
wouldn’t leave without them. The pilot allowed the helicopter to drop down 
to a slightly more reasonable velocity, knowing he would be entering a speed- 
limit zone in a few minutes anyway. Brother Faelan added several items from 
the on-board snack supplies to his gym bag. 

Ashley opened her eyes. This is one of the ways people get around, 
especially people who want to speak lots of languages and see lots of places. 
Ill just have to get used to it. 

They soon found that it was several degrees hotter in Eugene, located in 
the lowlands of the Willamette Valley, than it had been at Lyceum. They 
clamored out of the helicopter, yelling words of thanks to the pilot and co- 
pilot over the hum of the engines, and dashed into the small terminal 
building. 

A man met them, and at a fast walk they headed for the gate where the 
small transport plane waited. As they walked, Brother Faelan verified with 
the man that their tickets had been taken care of by Sister Larissa. 

“It’s not a popular route. Everyone likes taking the train these days, so the 
plane’s seldom half full. We would have waited even longer. She'll only be 
taking off five minutes late.” 

Brother Faelan, with some dread, realized that taking off late probably 
meant landing late. It was going to be very close. The man walked them right 
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through the gate so they wouldn’t have to endure any formalities with the gate 
attendant. Everyone else was already on the plane and it’s engines were 
roaring. As soon as they stepped inside, the hatch was closed and the 
boarding tunnel began to withdraw. 

“Good afternoon!” the flight attendant said. “I just got word that your 
office has arranged for you to have seats in the Executive Section. They said 
you have some planning to do.” 

“Great!” the coach said. “We sure do!” 

As they got settled in their seats, which were two pairs facing each other 
with a table that could be folded down in between, several heads were turned. 
Not often did athletic young ladies wearing leotards invade the corporate 
sanctum of the Executive Section. As soon as the flight attendant saw that 
they had their seatbelts on, she spoke on an intercom, and a moment later, the 
plane was moving. 

“How are you doing, Ashley?” her coach inquired. 

“Better. I’ve flown on these before... and larger. It was just the rotor over 
my head that spooked me. Thanks for making me stick with it.” 

“What are coaches for?” 

They smiled at each other. 

* 

On the two hour trip to Los Angeles, Ashley drank fruit juice and nibbled 
on crackers, but ate little else. They lowered the table and planned a number 
of demo routines that were designed to dazzle the audience, but stay within 
the abilities of the gymnasts. They didn’t have to worry about any vaulting, 
but had to assume they would be doing everything to music, music that they 
might not have a chance to practice with. Brother Faelan had a selection of 
disks in his shoulder bag, hoping the technicians at the demo would be willing 
to use them. 

During the last half hour, the table was stowed, and the girls took turns 
using the space between the seats to stretch and limber themselves. Ashley 
was feeling fine, and was determined that the helicopter transfer to 
Disneyland wasn’t going to bother her. 

They began to descend over the sprawling city, approaching from the east. 
It had a very different feel than New York, Ashley thought. New York was 
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stacked — Los Angeles was... splatted. She chuckled to herself. 

As they approached the airport, the Pacific Ocean, which Ashley had not 
seen until then, was directly in front of them. She glimpsed some small 
islands not far out, but couldn’t remember their names. Soon the small jet 
touched down onto the runway, and its engines roared as it slowed to taxiing 
speed. 

As the plane approached one of the long rows of terminal buildings, the 
flight attendant stopped at their seats. “I don’t know how you arranged it, but 
there’s a helicopter waiting for you right beside our gate, and the captain says 
you four should be the first ones out.” 

“Thank you,” Brother Faelan said, not showing any surprise. He was well 
aware of Lyceum’s ability to predict what would be needed and make the 
necessary arrangements, and he imagined that Disneyland could show a 
similar degree of foresight. 

As soon as the boarding tunnel was in place and the hatch opened, the 
gymnasts dashed through, following their coach. He led them to the stairs 
that the flight attendant had described, down to the ground level, and out 
toward the waiting helicopter. It had the design of Sleeping Beauty’s Castle 
on the side. All three young ladies smiled. 

A lady in a blue uniform greeted them, slid the door closed, and the 
uniformed pilot lifted the helicopter off the ground. Coach Faelan looked at 
his watch. It was 4:47. 

The ten-seat craft, just slightly smaller than Lyceum’s largest, dashed 
across the city eastward. Brother Faelan wasn’t sure they were sticking to the 
speed limits, but he had to assume they knew the city and its ways better than 
he did. His watch said 4:56 when they touched down near the front gate to 
the Magic Kingdom. The gymnasts could glimpse an old-fashioned train 
station with a passenger train just coming to a stop, and crowds of people 
carrying balloons and other souvenirs going in and out of the main gate. 

A small electric car buzzed to a stop beside the helicopter. The flight 
attendant opened the door, and they jumped out and hopped into the car 
without stopping to exchange words. Everyone involved knew that every 
second counted. The car went down a ramp and entered a concrete tunnel, 
where it picked up speed and buzzed into the unknown underworld of the 
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fantasy theme park. 

A minute later it screeched to a stop, and a man in a blue uniform 
beckoned to them from an open stairwell door. The coach’s watch said 4:58. 
Up they climbed, and while so doing, Brother Faelan arranged for the disks he 
was carrying, and a list of which songs to use and in what order, to be rushed 
to the technicians booth. They reached the top and stepped out into the 
daylight. It was one minute before five. 

They were in a backstage area of the outdoor stage. Coach Faelan peeked 
through the curtain, and could see that the stage was completely matted, and 
toward the back were the bars and the beam. A collection of actors dressed as 
cartoon characters were currently doing skits. The audience sounded large. 
All the landing mats looked good. All he needed to do was check the tension 
on the cables that supported the uneven parallel bars. He turned to his 
gymnasts, who were already warming-up. He spoke as they stretched. 

“Your floor is about thirty by fifty, but there’s a three foot drop on the right 
side. Stay clear of it. Cancel the circle routine — we don’t have the space. The 
beam and bars look good, but I'll double check.” 

A uniformed man entered the backstage area, and Brother Faelan soon 
found that he was the very man who had called Lyceum earlier. They shook 
hands, and the coach told him about the music they had brought. The man 
pulled a communications pager from his side. 

“Sound Booth, this is Harvey Sims.” 

“Sound here.” 

“Tony, keep this channel open. I’m going to lend my com to the coach for 
the gymnastics. Work with him on the music.” 

“Will do. The characters are about twenty seconds from a finish.” 

The uniformed man handed the pager to Coach Faelan, who then spoke to 
the technician. “After an introduction, go right into the first piece on the list. 
Scratch the fifth piece.” 

“Got it. Intro in ten... nine... eight...” 

Even as Coach Faelan received that message, he heard the audience 
applauding the skit that had just finished. 

“Tabitha, get ready for your Beethoven tumbling entrance.” 

She did some final arm rotations and stepped to the curtain. 
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“And now, ladies and gentlemen, from Lyceum in Oregon, Elite Champion 
Gymnastics!” the loud speakers announced. 

The music started slowly and tentatively with violins plucking out a simple 
melody. Tabitha stepped through the curtain and tip-toed melodramatically 
toward the center of the stage. Several people laughed. She tuned them out 
and sized up her tumbling space and surface. The first bridge played and she 
leisurely gave them a simple routine of cartwheels, handsprings, and 
walkovers. She received a luke-warm applause. 

Perfect, she thought, they think that’s all I can do. Again she tip-toed to 
the violins. 

Suddenly the music changed, being joined by the entire orchestra in 
opening crescendo, and Tabitha showed them what gymnastics was really all 
about, launching herself into a tumbling pass of somersaults, twisting aerials, 
punch-backs, and double back flips. The audience was stunned into silence. 

Suddenly Tabitha froze in posture and Karen burst onto the stage with her 
own, seemingly very different, tumbling routine. Soon she too froze in 
posture on the opposite side of the stage from Tabitha. The audience roared 
with approval. 

But they soon realized the piece of music wasn’t over, and a moment later 
Ashley appeared, giving them a good part of her gold medal floor routine to a 
long passage of good dance music while her team mates remained as frozen 
statues. 

Then as the music again quickened, Tabitha came to life and both she and 
Ashley tumbled, in opposite directions, mirroring each other perfectly as they 
both knew the routine by heart, passing in the middle of the stage. And 
finally, as the piece approached its final crescendo, Karen came to life, and all 
three tumbled and danced in complex interaction. Finally, upon the last note, 
they all froze in final postures. 

The audience exploded with cheers and clapping, many of them standing. 
On Karen’s signal, they all came together at the front of the stage, held hands, 
and bowed. 

“Ladies and gentleman, holding a sixth place ribbon from the National 
Championships, from Phoenix, Arizona, Miss Tabitha McDonald!” 

They cheered and Tabitha bowed. 
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“Holding a gold medal from her state championships, from Rapid City, 
South Dakota, Miss Ashley Riddle!” 

Ashley bowed to an equally loud applause. 

“And the team captain, holding fifth and seventh place ribbons from the 
National Championships, from Monticello, Maine, Miss Karen Sundberg!” 

Karen bowed to a thunderous applause, and as soon as it started to fade, 
another piece of music began, and both Tabitha and Ashley quickly trotted off 
the stage. In stark contrast to the Beethoven, the new piece was a highly 
rhythmic modern composition of synthesizers and electronic instruments, 
and Karen performed her own elite floor exercise tailored specifically to the 
music’s tempo. 

Tabitha followed, presenting her balance beam routine to pleasant but 
dynamic strains of piano music, and Ashley did her uneven parallel bar 
routine to music by Moussorgski, knowing she was taking a risk because it 
would be so hard to re-capture the rhythm if she once lost it. She did get out 
of sync once, but compensated by substituting a skill of shorter duration for a 
giant circle, and ended with an elite level dismount that she had become 
comfortable with only that week. The audience didn’t seem to notice her 
substitution, and both she and Tabitha received loud applause. 

Karen and Tabitha did a choreographed dance routine they had been 
practicing together for over a year, and then Ashley presented her balance 
beam routine, which was currently her pride and joy. Karen took to the bars, 
and managed to keep her routine timed perfectly to the music. They finished 
with a floor routine involving all three gymnasts, and the audience gave them 
a vigorous applause and seemed well satisfied. 

They took their final bows, and Karen pulled Coach Faelan out so he could 
also share in their limelight. The announcer quickly responded. 

“And finally, ladies and gentlemen, the man who made it all possible, 
Coach Faelan Satterthwaite!” 

The clapping was sufficiently vigorous to make Brother Faelan feel very 
good about his efforts at Lyceum. But he knew he owed much, very much, to 
the work of others — Sister Shannon, the dance instructors at Lyceum, and 
the girls’ previous coaches, especially Ashley’s coaches back in South Dakota. 
As she had only been a member for two weeks, he knew he could claim very 
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little credit for her gymnastics prowess. 
* 

As the crowd dispersed to go on rides, find places to eat dinner, or locate 
other entertainment, the three gymnasts and their coach sat around in the 
back stage area, talking and laughing about the imperfections in the routines 
they had presented, and just plain unwinding from the tension of the trip and 
the exertion of the demo. A few minutes later the man in the blue uniform 
entered. He received his communications pager back from Coach Faelan. 

“Well, I am impressed. That was no gymnastics demo like I would have 
gotten from one of the local schools. You folks have a good sense of 
showmanship. Am I paying you only five thousand? I think I got a very good 
deal.” 

“Lyceum always tries to give a very good deal,” Brother Faelan said, 
smiling with pride. 

“T can’t change the amount now, but I'll certainly do better next time you 
come. Here are those passes and vouchers I promised, and a bunch of extras 
in case you have some other people who are down this way.” 

“Thank you,” the coach said. “Our people are in and out of Los Angeles all 
the time.” 

“Can I do anything else for you?” 

“Recommend a good eating place,” the coach said. 

“What do you like?” 

“Salads!” all three girls said at once. 

He laughed. “Any of the dining rooms. Try the one in New Orleans 
Square. They have some good seafood salads as I remember.” 

“Yum!” Tabitha said. 

The uniformed man headed back to his duties, and Coach Faelan stepped 
out to give the girls privacy as they changed into their street clothes for the 
first time since they had entered the Lyceum gym that afternoon. 

“Did he say ‘Tl certainly do better next time?’“ Ashley asked. 

“He sure did!” Karen said. 

“Five thousand dollars. I wonder what happens to that money...” Ashley 
pondered out loud. 

“Probably most of it goes for our plane fare!” Tabitha said. 
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“And even if we make a little money on some things,” Karen said, “it goes 
into things that don’t make anything, like international relief missions.” 

Soon they were dressed and made their way out of the Tomorrowland 
Pavilion. They found their coach just outside talking to some important- 
looking people. The girls only caught the tail end of the conversation, but it 
seemed the adults had been talking about a gymnastics meet. When they 
inquired, all he would say was that they were potential contacts. 

Tabitha had been to Disneyland before, but both Ashley and Karen looked 
around in wonder. From their current vantage point they could see almost 
everything in Tomorrowland. A monorail streaked by on an overhead track 
even as they watched. 

The four Lyceum members conferred, and they all agreed that it would be 
best to just walk around and look at things that evening, as they were all 
burdened with large gym bags. The rides and indoor exhibits and 
entertainment could wait until the morning. Tabitha suggested they go the 
long way around, through all the theme lands, eventually arriving at New 
Orleans Square and the suggested dining room. The others agreed. 

Ashley’s gaze feasted on everything she saw, constantly plying Tabitha 
with questions about what would be found inside this or that building, what 
was this or that ride like. She looked long at the Matterhorn Bobsleds, just as 
Karen peered with fascination at what she could see of the miniatures in 
Storybook Land. They all smiled as they saw children playing on Tom 
Sawyer’s Island, and looked forward to the cool waters of Splash Mountain. 

Brother Faelan spotted their goal, and they were soon seated on a terrace 
overlooking the Bayou swamps of southern Louisiana. Boatloads of people 
passed by below them as they ate shrimp salads and nibbled on hot cajun 
chicken wings. They all talked about the things they had seen that they 
wanted to return to the following day. They agreed that two days should be 
enough, and if they returned home Sunday night, they wouldn’t miss their 
Monday classes. 

After dinner Brother Faelan gave them each twenty dollars to spend in the 
Adventureland Bazaar, while he sat with their bags and gazed up with fond 
memories at the Swiss Family Robinson’s Treehouse. All three girls emerged 
from the Bazaar with T-shirts baring jungle animals and necklaces of 
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imitation tiger’s teeth. 

They journeyed through Main Street U.S.A., stopping to play arcade games 
and buy an ice cream bar, which they shared three ways. Finally, at about 
nine o’clock, they returned to Tomorrowland, and Ashley grinned from ear to 
ear when she learned that they would be taking the monorail right to the 
hotel. 

The sun had set and lights glittered everywhere as the sleek monorail first 
gave them an elevated view of Tomorrowland and Fantasyland, and then 
streaked out of the theme park and across a busy avenue to the hotel. Brother 
Faelan used their vouchers to get a room for the girls and a room for himself, 
and after showers, they all explored the shops and gardens and playgrounds 
that the hotel offered. 

It was close to midnight when they finally fell into bed, dreaming of all the 
things they would see and experience during the following two days. 


* 


August 13th 
Dear Mom and Dad, 

You won't believe where Ive been for the weekend! We were just 
warming-up last Friday, and our coach got a call from Disneyland. They 
needed three elite gymnasts that same day! We flew down there and put on 
a demo that went really well, and we earned $5,000 that will help Lyceum 
with international relief missions and stuff like that (after air fare, of 
course). 

Disneyland gave us free passes and meal coupons and hotel rooms, and 
we took the monorail to and from the hotel! I thought I was going to like the 
bobsleds and the other fast rides best. They were okay, but what I really 
liked best was Great Moments With Great Leaders, where you could sit right 
in the same room with people like Lincoln, and Ghandi, and Gorbachev, and 
they would talk to you, and you could ask them questions, and they seemed 
so totally real... 


Lyceum Challenge 82 


Chapter 6: Decisions and Discoveries 


The weekend that Ashley was gone, Shawn realized how much he missed 
the twelve-year-old gymnast, and admired her constant good humor and 
incredible energy. He knew that he was not destined to share anything with 
her but friendship, as she was openly promised to a young man already. That 
was all right — as much as he admired her, he also knew that her life and 
values were very different than his, and she was, after all, six years younger 
than him. 

During that same weekend, Liberty seemed to be making herself quite 
scarce. That hurt more than he had anticipated. As much as he had doubts 
about her status as a Christian, he had seen her growing and learning very 
rapidly over the last few weeks, and so he hadn’t left behind all hope of her 
coming to the point of accepting Christ into her life and becoming interested 
in a mature relationship. 

But as Saturday ended, and then Sunday afternoon began to pass into 
history, Shawn just comforted himself with the thought that whatever close 
companionship he found in life would come when, and how, God willed it. He 
knew that God’s ways were beyond his understanding, and His rewards were, 
as often as not, very different and unexpected for whose who lived by His will. 

* 

By Monday morning, after a comforting worship and reflection time in 
Avalon Hall, an interesting Christianity class, and seeing his two friends in the 
weekly training classes they all shared, he felt much better. Ashley had told 


Lyceum Challenge 83 


about her trip, including her discomfort with the helicopter, and Liberty had 
shared a little about the soul-searching and re-evaluating she had done that 
weekend. Shawn was glad they were both his friends, but he reaffirmed to 
himself his decision to leave the close companionship issue in God’s hands. 

At noon he dashed to the kitchen, got box lunches for himself and Sister 
Rachael, and strode to the Gallery. 

When he arrived, the Art Curator was strolling the aisles of the public 
display room, making notes on which media, subject, or style areas were well- 
stocked, which lacking. She completed her survey, greeted him with eye 
contact and said, “Have your Driver’s License with you?” 

“Well... I think so...” He opened his wallet to check. “Yes, but... I haven’t 
driven much. My dad didn’t think I was old enough for my own car, and my 
mom always insisted on driving when we were in her car.” 

“T’m not worried. By the time there’s any art in the van, I'll know if you're 
reckless. Let’s go.” 

Shawn pushed the large cart of empty art storage boxes to the parking lot 
near the Residential Lobby, and with a little instruction from Sister Rachael, 
he soon had the electric van disconnected from its charging cable, started, and 
they were winding their way out of the Lyceum campus. 

Sister Rachael quickly discovered that if anything, Shawn was a timid and 
over-careful driver. Her only problem would be getting back in time for 
evening responsibilities. 

The first gallery they visited was in a small town east of Portland that 
primarily catered to the tourist traffic heading for Mount Hood or central 
Oregon. Its collection was contained in two large rooms, and Shawn was 
assigned to look through one of them and make notes on anything of high 
quality and interest. He soon discovered that anyone holding a clipboard was 
immediately offered all possible assistance by one of the clerks, who were 
trained to spot serious art buyers a mile away. He thanked the lady profusely, 
and assured her that after he had completed his survey, he would come to her 
with all his questions. 

He found four paintings in the room that he wanted Sister Rachael to look 
at. The clerk hovered within ear-shot. One of them Rachael found very nice, 
but in a very common style on an over-done theme. Shawn saw her point. 
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One was in a subject area for which they were well-stocked. She explained 
that if it had been extremely unique, or of unusually high quality, she would 
have gotten it anyway. They both agreed it was neither. The third was over- 
priced. She planned to make an offer. 

She looked long at his final suggestion. The artist was not known to her, 
but the oil painting was of excellent quality in a realist, slightly impressionist 
style, and the subject was rare. She had him mark it for purchase on his list. 

Shawn listened as Sister Rachael named for the clerk the one painting he 
had found and the one painting and one sculpture she had found that they 
would probably take at asking price. But then she worded her offer on the 
over-priced item so that it sounded like it was a necessary part of the package. 
She also asserted the necessity of meeting one of the artists whose works they 
were proposing to purchase. The clerk made a phone call. 

Ten minutes later, after listing for her boss all the items the buyers were 
interested in, she had approval to accept their offer, and to set a date for the 
artist to be at the gallery. 

“Um... this comes to over three thousand dollars. You know we don’t take 
credit cards...?” the clerk said nervously. 

Without a word, Sister Rachael pulled a zippered cash bag out of her purse 
and began counting out hundred dollar bills. Shawn was wondering if he 
should get the packing boxes from the van, but when the clerk, after 
completing the transaction, began to bring out cartons from the back room 
and Sister Rachael said nothing, he realized she was again increasing the 
value of their purchase, if only slightly. 

They discussed their finds during the drive into Portland, and Sister 
Rachael described two more items she had seen and was still thinking about. 

“I was wondering why you didn’t give them your name and number, you 
know, so they’d call you if something good came in.” Shawn said. 

“They'd be bothering us all the time, and the pieces they'd tell us about 
would rarely be what we wanted. I used to do that. A lot of wasted miles. We 
do, however, keep in touch with a number of top-notch artists.” 

The second gallery was huge, and located right in the downtown business 
district. Shawn got his clipboard ready, and Rachael assigned him some 
rooms. 
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“In this gallery, in addition to making a list of things for me to look at, I 
want you to take complete responsibility for selecting one item, without any 
feedback from me.” 

Shawn swallowed. “Gosh... um... what’s my limit?” 

“No limit. They take debit cards. You know by now what good art costs.” 

As he entered his half of the gallery, he decided to make his list first, and 
then select from it his one item. The prices were much higher here, the works 
generally of much finer quality, and the responsibility for choosing one item, 
without any feedback from Sister Rachael, felt heavy. But then he 
remembered that Sister Rachael had the same weighty decision to make for all 
the rest of the things they would take back to Lyceum. He took a deep breath 
and began to look over the works. 

Forty-five minutes later he had a list of four items. He returned to all of 
them and gave them more of his attention. One he struck from the list 
completely. One he wasn’t sure about and definitely wanted Sister Rachael’s 
feedback. Two were candidates for his own selection. He looked at them both 
again. 

The first was an oil painting of a scene from the Bible in which Jesus was 
teaching a group of people. It was a subject that had been done many times, 
but the quality was very high, the point of view was a little unusual, as it 
looked over the shoulder of a little girl sitting on the ground, and the sense of 
depth and vividness was incredible. It was two thousand dollars. 

The second was also religious, a vignette on black velvet of several people 
of different cultures all standing in a circle and reaching for the communion 
cup and bread. Above them floated what could be a flame or a dove — it had 
been crafted carefully so that the viewer could not decide which. It was three 
thousand dollars. 

Sister Rachael appeared at his side. “Ready?” 

“Yes. This is my choice. But there’s a close second that I hope you get 
also.” 

She looked at all the items on his list, except the one he had selected. She 
simply marked it as a definite purchase. To his delight, she also marked his 
second choice, and the one he hadn’t been sure about. In that gallery he had 
had better luck than she — three items, including his own choice, to her two. 
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Their bill came to more than seven thousand dollars. 

After tyropita and baklava at a Greek deli, they headed for a small town 
south of the city. Shawn was anxious for some opinion from Sister Rachael 
about his selection, but she only smiled. 

“Sometimes you just have to trust your own decisions, including of course 
whatever sources of guidance and inspiration you have. That ability to make 
decisions, as I’m sure you know, is very important at Lyceum. Sometimes you 
have to make them very quickly and with inadequate information. At the next 
place, we'll play a little game. You have to make your one definite selection 
within one minute of walking in the door. I know it may sound hard, but 
consider it a compliment from me — your eye for art is good, very good... even 
though you seem to be limiting yourself to religious subjects.” 

Shawn sat in silence, realizing that he wouldn’t have time to make any 
notes. He would have to walk through quickly, look at the best, and narrow it 
down ruthlessly. 

It was the home of an artist, with the display rooms taking up the bottom 
floor of a large old farm house. The artist’s living space and studio, Rachael 
explained, were upstairs. Before they entered, Sister Rachael looked at her 
watch. “Remember, the one you pick doesn’t have to be the only thing we get. 
Ready... go!” She entered at a leisurely pace after Shawn was inside. 

There were five rooms. He went from room to room, stood in the middle 
of each and scanned the walls quickly. First room... nothing definite. Second 
room... a good oil painting. Third room... he stopped. There it was, or rather, 
there they were. He approached. It was a pair of pastel drawings on black 
paper, poorly framed and easy to miss. Both had a similar composition, an 
almost cubist design that spiraled inward. 

In Road To Heaven the spiral contained scenes of labors and trials, painful 
hurts and humble moments. In the center was a land of beauty where clear 
water flowed and angels glided. 

In Road To Hell the spiral contained pleasures of the palate and of the 
flesh, scenes of money and of power. In the center, bordered by jagged teeth, 
flames leapt up and lava flowed from the walls. 

“Your minute is over,” Sister Rachael said, stepping beside him. 

“It’s a pair. They shouldn’t be separated. But we'll definitely have to 
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reframe them.” 

“You broke the rules — I said one. Good work. People who join Lyceum 
but don’t have the intelligence and wisdom to break the rules when 
appropriate usually don’t stay long.” 

Shawn looked at her with a gleam of understanding in his eyes. 

They took their time looking over the rest of the works, and selected three 
others, spending less than four thousand dollars. Again Sister Rachael used 
cash, but this time they had to bring in their own cartons. 

On the way back to the campus, Shawn felt very good about the decisions 
he had made and helped to make. He realized that he couldn’t expect to feel 
the guidance of the Holy Spirit unless he was doing important things and 
making important decisions. If he had stayed at home, or gone to a seminary 
in Atlanta, he would be making few, if any, decisions of substance. 

And he also realized that he had driven a car more that day than during 
the entire previous year living at home. 

* 

The next day, Shawn’s Comparative Religion class met in the Islamic 
Chapel in the Hall of Shrines. One class a month was devoted to getting a feel 
for the religion they had been studying. Shawn had had no problem the week 
before dealing with facts and figures about Islam, but today they sat on 
Persian rugs with their shoes off and faced Mecca while Brother Ika chanted 
from the Koran in Arabic. They all repeated back the key phrases in both 
Arabic and English. 

“Allah is the one God, and Mohammed is His prophet.” 

After spending an hour in the Islamic Chapel chanting Arabic, Shawn 
knew what Liberty felt in the helicopter simulator. He almost expected to step 
out of the chapel at the end of the hour and find himself on the streets of 
Riyadh or Tehran. Instead, to his relief, all he had to do was continue down 
the corridor to his choir practice. 

As he headed back from practice an hour later, his mind still reverberating 
with the beautiful music the choir had made in the excellent acoustics of the 
Ecumenical Temple, he happened to pass by a door on the edge of the Main 
Lobby just as a bearded man dressed in black was coming out. Shawn 
recognized the garb as that of an orthodox Jew, and his name tag revealed 
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that he was a Rabbi. The man looked around, confusion written on his face. 
Shawn realized what he should do. 

“Hello, Rabbi. ’'m Brother Shawn. May I guide you anywhere?” 

“Oh, yes, yes. Thank you, my child. Iam Rabbi Levine. I believe you have 
a room in the Lodge reserved for me, but I don’t know which one, and I don’t 
even know which direction to go.” 

“T would be happy to take you there...” 

“Thank you so much.” They began to walk through the Main Lobby. “I 
arrived early this morning from Chicago, and I was so fascinated by the work 
you people are doing on the Three Testaments that I have forgotten to eat 
breakfast or anything else.” 

“Well then,” Shawn said, glad of the chance to serve someone at Lyceum 
spontaneously, without assignment, “after we find your Lodge room, I'll take 
you to the Dining Hall if you’d like. I could even use a bite myself, if you’d 
enjoy the company...” 

“T would indeed!” 

Shawn inquired at the counter in the Lodge, and soon introduced Rabbi 
Levine to the Lodge room named Mediterranean. The Rabbi found it very 
adequate and interesting, and Shawn explained where everything was and 
what other services were available that he might need. After the Rabbi 
programmed the lock, they walked back toward the Dining Hall together. 

“I am so very honored that the Orthodox Committee selected me to come 
here to look over your scripture editing project. We get these requests all the 
time, of course, and we always send someone, but I have a special feeling 
about this one.” 

They selected a small table in the fairly empty restaurant section. 

“T don’t think the Committee realized what Lyceum was,” he went on as 
they looked at the little menus. “I think they thought it was just another book 
publisher.” 

“Good morning, gentlemen,” Sister Helen said, her order pad in hand. 
“What may I bring you?” 

“Sister Helen, this is Rabbi Levine.” 

“Good morning, Rabbi, Brother Shawn. Brother Caleb is in the kitchen, 
and knows kosher cooking.” 
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“Excellent!” the Rabbi said. “Eggs and whatever. No pork or animal fat, of 
course. Fruit juice, please.” 

“Td like a cinnamon roll and milk,” Shawn said. 

“So, as I was saying, they thought it was just another publisher. But I now 
know better. I have looked over the format you people have planned, and the 
supplemental information you plan to include, and I believe something very 
important is taking shape here...” 

Before and during their meal, Shawn continued to listen to Rabbi Levine 
talk about the publishing project he had been sent to advise. It was an 
interesting experience for Shawn, for he himself knew nothing about the 
project. But after a moment’s reflection, he realized there were probably 
many projects going on at Lyceum that he yet knew little or nothing about. 

After breakfast, the Rabbi took leave of Shawn, wanting to move his car to 
the parking lot near the Lodge, bring in his luggage, and take a nap. 

Shawn was now brimming over with curiosity. He had not felt 
comfortable revealing to the Rabbi that he was ignorant about the project, and 
so the visitor had made no effort to give a complete description. With an hour 
to spare before his janitorial shift began, he headed for the door on the edge of 
the Main Lobby where he had first met Rabbi Levine. 

The placard beside the door said Office of Publishing — Special Projects. 
With some hesitation, Shawn knocked. A man whom Shawn recognized from 
his Greek class opened the door. 

“Hello, Brother Shawn! Come in!” 

“Um, I just met Rabbi Levine, showed him to his room, had breakfast with 
him, and he got me curious about the project. He called it the Three 
Testaments.” 

“That’s one of the things we call it. The names get less nice when we’re up 
to our ears with political issues to dance around. But I need you to know from 
the beginning that at this point, the project has not been announced to the 
public in any way. We’re working out the scholarly details right now, and we 
don’t want public controversy to cloud that work.” 

“T understand.” 

“And the Testaments will cause public controversy, I assure you. But we 
want to have the controversy be about what we publish, not about press 
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releases, speculation, or rumor. Here’s the format we’re considering.” 

Shawn gazed at the beautiful tome before him. Its outside was thickly 
ribbed leather, with gold lettering on the front and binding. The gold-edged 
pages inside this mock-up were blank. Most were very thin, like in his old 
Bible, with occasional thicker glossy ones interspersed. Six place marking 
ribbons of different colors came out of the binding at the top. 

“Each volume will contain about two thousand pages. The thicker sheets 
are for color plates.” 

“It’s beautiful. It just feels so... important.” 

“Yes. That feel is essential to many people. Ever since the printing press 
was invented, Bibles that included the word “Holy” and had a leather cover 
have sold ten times as well as those that didn’t. Come over here.” 

Shawn followed the man to a chart on one wall. 

“This shows how we're thinking of breaking them up. The First Testament 
includes all of ancient times and most of the classical age, right up to the eve 
of Christianity. It would have the bulk of Hindu, Buddhist, Hebrew, Taoist, 
and Confucianist material, as well as all the minor items you see listed. The 
Second Testament would bring us right to the year one thousand, with 
Christianity, Islam, et cetera. And The Third Testament would include the 
entire last thousand years — Sikh, Baha’i, Theosophy, Anthroposophy, 
Humanism, Existentialism, and the others you see listed.” 

“Amazing,” Shawn said. “But... why Humanism?” 

“Tt fits the definition of a religion, one practiced by a large chunk of the 
people of our world, I might add. So does its cousin Science. The Third 
Testament will present both of them in a completely positive light, laying out 
what wisdom and good teachings they contain for all to see. Why don’t you 
look around for yourself now. A good sampling of the kind of artwork we’re 
considering is on the walls. I’ve got some word processing Id like to get 
finished before lunch.” 

“Thanks.” 

Shawn peered at photographs of famous churches and temples, and artist’s 
renderings of buildings that no longer existed. There were also samples of 
original scriptures in Hebrew, Greek, Hindi, Chinese, and other languages. 
Next he found charts and time lines that detailed the history of each religion. 
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On the other side of the room were drawings of the houses and towns 
people lived in at important points in religious history, the technology that 
existed, the plants and animals that were important to them, the clothes and 
jewelry they wore. 

Finally, aware that he would soon have to head for work, he returned to 
the leather-bound mock-up. It was the kind of book that you would have to 
save up for, and then keep a lifetime, passing on to your children. 

As he waved good-bye to the brother who was busy transcribing some text 
from an old book, he looked forward to coming back in the near future to see 
how Christianity would be presented. And he realized that since it would be 
sharing a volume with Islam and several other religions, he had better pay 
close attention in Comparative Religion class. 


* Ok OK 
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Chapter 7: A New Angle on an Old Problem 


Liberty pondered many things during the weekend that Ashley was away. 
She was now two weeks into her Lyceum membership. She had passed the 
initial stress of starting most of her classes, and knew that she was capable of 
handling all of them, even the most challenging one of all for her — Childcare. 
She now knew the basic routine of the Horse Barn, which she only did on 
Mondays and Tuesdays. She had done her early morning baking shift once 
alone, for which Brenda had left her an easy list of things to make, and a 
recipe for a cake in case she had time. She had had time, but with a sigh 
placed the finished product on the shelf labeled Leftovers and Rejects to use 
in Members Dining Room. 

But taking everything into account, Liberty Rae Buchanan, U.S. senator’s 
daughter, I.Q. of two hundred and fifteen (the non-public area of her 
computer file said) was very happy with her present situation. She had goals 
that she planned to move toward as quickly as possible, from her Rotary Wing 
License to successful cake baking. She had no intention of baking cakes all 
her life... or even flying helicopters exclusively. She did have every intention 
of being able to turn out a perfect cake, and being able to fly a helicopter, 
whenever she might need or choose to do so. 

One of the things she pondered that weekend was a topic that had once 
had a prominent place in her life, but recently, partly out of choice and partly 
out of circumstances, had undergone considerable change. That topic was 
boys. 
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Liberty had first felt the passionate embrace of a young man at age eleven. 
She would have lived and died for that boy, but he had left not long after, gone 
into the U.S. Marines at age seventeen, and had only written once. Liberty 
stopped writing after her eighth letter went unanswered. She later realized 
that she had been lucky: she had not become pregnant on that occasion, and 
she had protected herself on future occasions, which were many. 

By the time she was nearing her thirteenth birthday, Liberty had 
experienced all kinds of boys and all kinds of sex, some of it very good, some 
of it very loving. But on a few occasions she had felt lucky to get out with her 
life, and had been very glad her father could afford doctors who were willing 
to handle everything on the private level. Many girls would have been 
frightened to death by those experiences. But Liberty Buchanan was strong, 
and liked the good times too much to let the bad times spoil the fun. 

So by age thirteen, she had known some of the best, and some of the worst. 
There was a third kind of boy, the one who was inexperienced and didn’t 
really know what to do. At first they had been very unsatisfying on the 
occasions she had tried them, but then she had realized that they presented 
her with an excellent opportunity to control her romantic encounters a bit 
more... and develop her teaching skills at the same time. She soon discovered 
that the boys she initiated were just as capable of giving her pleasure, after a 
few pointers, as the ones who had previous experience. By age fourteen, she 
had almost entirely eliminated the dangerous situations from her love life by 
sticking to the handsome but innocent boys. 

But the fall semester before she entered North Philadelphia Girl’s 
Academy, which she had spent in a small semi-rural public school, had been a 
disastrous time for Liberty in many ways. She had gone through two 
relationships that had ended with so much bitterness, and one physical fight, 
that her grades had suffered. It took a lot to cause Liberty Buchanan’s grades 
to suffer. 

By chance or the wisdom of her father, she wasn’t sure which, the next 
school she had tried had been an all-girls boarding school. She had been 
ready to give the whole topic of boys a rest. As a result she had learned an 
incredible amount at that school, at least by her own standards. 

Of course, when the semester had ended, she had felt a little starved for a 
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tender embrace. Once during the semester she had given her body to a young 
man at a party, but it had just been sex, not a relationship. So it was that 
when she returned to her father’s Philadelphia apartment and then hit the 
streets in sensuous garb, she went to a simple boy who worked in a fast-food 
restaurant, a boy she had taught how to give and receive the pleasures of the 
body about a year before. And she would have been in his arms that night, 
arms that had probably not held another girl since they had last held her, if 
she had not been picked up by the Philadelphia Police. 

Then her year at the Buchanan country house had begun. If Mr. Neils had 
been a twenty-five, even thirty-year-old hunk of a gardener, things might have 
been very different. But as it was, there was no one under forty within ten 
miles, and the three times her father had taken her to nearby towns during 
that year, he had not let her out of his sight. 

Then she had come to Lyceum. 

But Liberty could honestly say, as she sat gazing across a garden where a 
family was strolling, that she didn’t feel sex-starved. She felt a lack, but it 
wasn’t for a good lay. It was as if her year, almost year and a half of 
abstinence, had caused her to regress. She almost felt — and was a little 
embarrassed to admit it to herself — not quite like a virgin, but at least... 
inexperienced... as though the next time would be wonderful just because it 
was happening. She hadn’t felt that way since about age twelve. 

The next time would be... wonderful? She pondered the concept. What 
did she want now in the way of relationships with guys? So much of her path 
into the future had changed, thanks to Lyceum. G.E.D. completion... college 
credit classes... pilot training... computer control systems... Russian, and 
someday a foreign residency... diplomatic clearances... and, she added with a 
grin, baking cakes. Three thoughts came to her in answer. 

The first was Shawn. There he had been in her evaluation group. Gentle, 
sweet, generous, and quite sufficiently handsome. And, except for his 
friendship with Sarah, which Liberty was sure was only a friendship, he 
appeared to be completely unattached. She had been tempted on several 
occasions already to try and break the ice and take their relationship to 
another level. But she had stopped herself on each occasion. Something 
didn’t feel right. Now she thought she knew why. 
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As much as she had enjoyed teaching boys their first lessons in love, she 
knew what gave her the deepest satisfaction, and only some of her pupils had 
ever achieved it, ever even understood it. Liberty liked her lovers to respect 
her rights and her wishes and never force her into something she didn’t want 
to do. But there came a moment, with the door locked, a good quadraphonic 
disk playing, and their clothes scattered on the floor, that she wanted to be 
taken, to really feel that her boyfriend was going to love her until she saw 
stars, and nothing she or anyone else could say or do was going to stop him. 

Liberty just didn’t get the feeling that Shawn would be that kind of lover, 
even if he was willing to have a relationship. 

The second thought that came to her was about the Group A Virus Test. If 
she ever failed it, she would immediately become unable to pursue many of 
her goals, and may not be able to hold onto her Lyceum membership at all. 
She had, she knew, been very lucky so far. Twice she had gotten infections 
from her many sexual contacts. Both had been curable, although the cures 
had not been cheap. Somehow, perhaps with legions of guardian angels 
stacked up on her shoulders, she had arrived at Lyceum with none of the 
viruses that contraindicated international diplomatic clearances. She wanted 
very much to keep it that way. 

She could abstain. She could pretend that Lyceum was a convent. Right, 
Liberty, be real. You’d be a raving maniac in a few weeks. The actual, 
workable answer was right there in front of her mind, but she was a little 
afraid to take ahold of it. It was radical. It was also so very obvious, so very 
simple. All she had to do was choose her boys from the other people who had 
passed the Group A Virus Test. And she already knew that information could 
be inferred from the Diplomatic Status Display on the computers. 

She did some figuring. About a thousand members, four hundred of 
whom were generally on the campus. Two hundred males. Her preferred age 
range encompassed about ten years, from fourteen or fifteen to about twenty- 
five. But then she remembered that the ages of Lyceum members were 
skewed; there were proportionally less young people than in the general 
population. She’d have to just count them, easy enough next time she 
wandered by a computer terminal. 

But right then the sun that was shining on her felt so deliciously warm, the 
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grass under her so pleasantly soft, and the little spot she had found was so 
nicely out of the way, that she decided to just try it from memory. She took a 
long swig from the bottle of tangy sparkling fruit juice at her side and closed 
her eyes. 

Shawn was eighteen. There was a boy about twelve she had seen, but 
didn’t know his name. Probably not an option... but she didn’t want to rule 
anything out prematurely. David was nineteen. He was taken. The guy in her 
swimming class, who also worked in the labs, was about twenty. Over-weight. 
Phil was twenty-fiveish, but not at all interesting. There was a fellow who did 
mechanics who was in his mid-twenties, as was Ashley’s coach. Both on the 
back burner. The pilot named Kyle was about that age, but Liberty was pretty 
sure he and Erica were tight. Jason was sixteen. 

Jason. He was the third of the three thoughts that had come to her. At 
first she hadn’t liked what she heard about him. He was very gentle, worked 
with animals all the time, and was studying to be a veterinarian. Now she had 
to laugh at herself. She must have made that initial judgment from the point 
of view of the Liberty who roamed the streets of Philadelphia at all hours. 

But a girl named Liberty had just joined Lyceum, one whose only real skill 
was her ability to care for horses. That must have been a different Liberty, the 
one who was not very different from Jason, she thought with amusement. 

During three of her four Horse Barn shifts the previous week, he had been 
within sight, brushing llamas, salving scratches on goats, feeding deer. And 
she had watched him give a llama ride to a little girl. Gentle... yes. Loved 
animals... yes. Handsome... yes. Good boyfriend for Liberty Buchanan... too 
soon to tell. 

* 

That evening Liberty wandered over to the Healing Arts Clinic. She knew 
Brenda would be on duty. She read a magazine while a couple of people were 
taken care of. When the room was finally empty, she plopped into the chair 
beside the reception desk. 

“Hi Lib! I looked for you today to see if you wanted to go to Portland with 
me, but couldn’t find you, and you didn’t answer your pager.” 

“Had a lot of thinking to do, just me, a tall bottle of mango juice, and lots 
of sunshine. Hopefully I got a bit of a tan. How was the big city?” 
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“Total zoo, but I found most of the stuff I needed, and had a good Mexican 
lunch. Ill let you know sooner next time I go.” 

“Yeah. Sounds like fun. I was wondering... about a little information. You 
can say no, if there’s some reason it’s none of my business, and we can just 
forget I asked. I don’t want it to hurt our friendship...” 

“You can ask me anything, Liberty, and I’ll be as honest as I can, and won’t 
let it hurt our friendship even if I have to say no.” 

“Really?” 

“Truly!” 

“IT was wondering about... Jason.” 

“Oh, him.” 

“If ’'m stepping on toes, just forget...” 

“You're not. Relax! He and I dated for awhile last fall, but quickly 
discovered we weren’t right for each other. Are you... interested?” 

“Maybe.” 

“Hmm... yes, I can see you two together...” 

“Come on, give me some specs!” 

“Well, let me see. I think I was his first date, and I don’t know of any he’s 
had since. I think he was a virgin before...” 

“Why? What’s wrong with him?” 

“Nothing that I know of. I guess he’s just decided to, you know, take it 
slow. He’s very intelligent. Could probably even keep up with you in some 
subjects. Basketball, jogging, a little swimming...” 

“Where does he work besides the zoo?” 

Brenda tapped at her computer. “Also in the kitchen, Pro Shop, and Bio 
Lab. He’s in and out of here a lot, of course, for supplies and advice. His 
mentor is Brother Mohammed, our vet.” 

“How come you guys quit dating?” 

“We talked about the future. Probably a mistake, but anyway, I wanted to 
live in a big city, at least Seattle, and he wanted to live in the country, keep 
animals, or maybe just stay at Lyceum campuses. He wanted to have children 
someday, I didn’t. He wanted to get to know me kind of slowly, I wanted to, 
you know, get right down to business.” 

Liberty flashed Brenda an understanding grin. But deep down inside she 
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was feeling something that surprised her. She knew how closely Brenda’s 
values matched her own... at least how closely they matched the values of the 
Liberty who had gone to North Philly Girl’s Academy. But at the present 
moment, those values weren’t setting well. 

They chatted a little more about Jason, and then about Liberty’s classes, 
and finally Liberty said good night. 

“Hey!” Brenda said just as Liberty was leaving. “I had a piece of your cake. 
Not bad at all. Want to stick with that one until you get it perfected?” 

“Absolutely!” Liberty said, and they both smiled. 

* 

On Sunday, Liberty had her first shift as a Computer Control System 
Technician’s Assistant during the public inspirational service. She had to eat 
breakfast early as the shift ran from seven to eleven. 

The first hour consisted of running around with the Technician on duty, 
Brother Glen, and helping him to adjust lights, change color filters, hang 
banners on hooks at the ends of fine wires, and even change a couple of 
burned-out light bulbs. 

During the second hour, she donned a communications headset, and at 
Brother Glen’s direction, moved to different places in the Temple to help him 
test the coverage of certain lights or the output of certain speakers. At about a 
quarter to nine, he called her back to the control booth on the balcony, where 
they had a quick snack as people began arriving. 

During the service itself, the name of the game for Liberty was to watch 
and learn what she could. He promised to narrate what he was doing 
whenever possible, but there were some very quiet moments in the service 
during which they both had to be silent. 

By the time the service was over, Liberty had a fair understanding of what 
most of the controls were for. They were, after all, labeled. She had 
constantly been amazed over the years to see how often people would fail to 
learn something new even when the information was right in front of them in 
plain English. And Brother Glen had been able to talk her through what he 
was doing about half the time. She hadn’t realized it at first, but he was 
listening with his headset to the instructions of three other members located 
at different points in the audience below. 
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As they shut down their systems and put away some of the banners after 
the service, Brother Glen promised to give her some hands-on time at the 
control console the following week. Liberty realized that she liked him very 
much. He was very good with the controls, and had allowed her to learn as 
much as possible under the circumstances. 

But her mind, when not busy with other tasks, kept wandering back to 
Jason, wondering... 

* 

All the rest of that day, she rolled over and over in her mind the things that 
Brenda had shared with her, and her surprising gut-level reactions to 
Brenda’s point of view. He wanted to live in the country, or maybe at Lyceum 
campuses. Liberty knew that a campus would be opening near Atlanta the 
following year, near Geneva the year after that, and near Moscow the year 
after that. He wanted to have children. Hmm. He wanted to get to know his 
date slowly... 

The last idea she was sure she liked. It would be a first for her, but it felt 
completely right. The other two she was thinking about. That must mean, she 
admitted to herself, that she wasn’t definitely opposed to the ideas. But she 
would have to think about them... maybe while getting to know him. 

That evening she took in a movie, went for a swim, and finished with a 
delicious soak in the hot pool. She felt ready for the week, even for her 
Children’s Program shift. That too surprised her. 

* 

During Liberty’s horse care shift on Monday, she made a special effort to 
watch for Jason, to gather more information, she told herself, before making 
any moves. He was there, even right in the Horse Barn with them once. 
Sister Claire had decided that the barn needed a good cleaning, so they got 
their basic work done, skipped the brushing and other niceties, and started 
swamping out the corners. Jason came over to help them move bales of hay. 

He was no weakling. He could manage a bale just as well as he could 
manage a goat. She started to wonder how his strong arms would feel around 
her. 

On Tuesday they had finished with the hay and were working with the tack 
and tools. Liberty found times she could take a look in the direction of the 
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Small Animal Barn. He was as gentle and skillful with the giant tortoises and 
the ducks as he was with the mammals. She continued to like what she saw. 

Liberty was thoughtful that evening as she skimmed the study material 
from her History class and prepared to go to bed early. Her three a.m. 
simulator reservation and her four a.m. baking shift were not very many 
hours away. 

* 

Liberty didn’t see Jason, except at some meals, during the next few days. 
She reconciled herself to the fact that whatever was going to happen, it was 
going to happen in its own time. She sunk her teeth into her classes and 
homework and her remaining work shift of the week. 

Then on Friday, as she was sweeping the floor in the members’ dining area 
after lunch, one of the cooks stepped out of the kitchen. 

“Brother Jason is tending a sick animal. Would someone please take him a 
tray?” 

“T will!” Liberty said spontaneously, and almost too loudly. 

“Thank you, Sister Liberty.” 

A Chinese man getting ready to mop nearby smiled and said, “I’d be glad 
to finish your sweeping.” 

“Thanks, Li. Youre a pal.” 

“Yes. A pal with eyes to see!” 

Liberty snatched up the tray and headed for the Small Animal Barn. 

She had never been in the barn where all the small and medium-size 
animals lived. It was built of sturdy logs, just like most of the other barns and 
sheds in the Demonstration Farm and Zoo. As she stepped in, she found it to 
be much larger than the Horse Barn, and generally very open and airy, but at 
the same time divided into several distinct sections. The llamas, sheep, and 
goats had the largest section, but there were also areas for the fowl with 
nesting boxes and perches, pens for the rabbits and other small mammals, 
and a sandy section for the tortoises. 

Liberty found Jason sitting on the ground in a low-walled stall talking to 
and stroking an ewe who was lying on her side on a sheet. 

“You know, Penny, if you drank some water, your body would be able to 
replace all those fluids you lost.” 
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“Um, hi. I brought you a tray...” she said. This wasn’t what she had 
imagined as the ideal circumstances for her first personal time with Jason. 

He looked over his shoulder. “Thank you, Liberty. Would you talk to 
Penny, maybe massage her a little, while I inhale this. I’m starved.” 

This was new to Liberty, and a little uncomfortable, but she didn’t suppose 
it would do her any harm. She sat down beside the close-shorn ewe and 
tentatively stroked its wool. It felt oily, and she remembered the term — 
lanolin. “So her name is Penny? What’s wrong with her?” 

He finished chewing a bite. “She lost her lamb this morning. It was a 
mess, and she bled a lot. We got the bleeding stopped, but we can’t get her to 
eat or drink.” 

Liberty's stomach instantly tied itself into a massive knot, and she 
wondered for a moment if she was going to keep her lunch down. The fact 
that she had a gardening class in about ten minutes popped into her mind, 
and she wondered how to say that she had to leave very soon. 

But then she happened to look at the eyes of the ewe. They were very deep 
and mysterious... and right now so very, very sad. She decided to rethink the 
situation. 

Liberty looked at the ewe intently, forgetting all about Jason and her 
designs, even forgetting about her stomach and Gardening class. Before her 
lay a living creature, a mammal like herself, and also a female like herself. 
The female animal before her had had a mate... a lover. She had become 
pregnant, and had been ready to give birth. She had been ready to nurse and 
care for her baby lamb. 

But something had gone wrong. Her baby had died. The same thing could 
have happened to Liberty at any time in her life since she had had her first boy 
at age eleven. Tears welled up inside her at the thought. 

“Gosh,” she said, holding back the sobs, “that’s a pretty big thing to have 
happen, Penny. I’ve never had that happen to me, but I bet it hurt a lot, and I 
bet you're very sad right now.” Liberty touched the ewe’s face and ears, 
stroked her neck, ran hands down her front legs. “Maybe you'd like to have 
another girl around right now. I think I would if I were you.” 

Jason had ceased to eat and was watching the exchange taking place in 
front of him. “Liberty, you’re crying.” 
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“Am I? Well, maybe I have to shed some tears for Penny, who’s just too 
tired and sad to do it herself right now.” Liberty continued to touch the 
woolly animal, and soon she laid her head onto the ewe’s side. She could hear 
it breathing, but it was a shallow breath, without will or vigor. And she could 
hear its heart beating weakly. Something inside her was being touched, some 
tender spot, some open wound that had been created all those many times she 
had parted with a lover with nothing to hold onto from the relationship but 
memories and cheap gifts and letters. She started crying out loud, letting her 
tears soak into Penny’s soft wool. 

Jason continued to watch, all thought of eating gone. He wasn’t sure what 
to do. This certainly hadn’t been what the vet had suggested, but none of 
those things had worked, and he knew that Penny had been getting weaker all 
morning. 

Then, as Liberty crouched there, crying and caressing the animal, it 
bleated for the first time in hours. 

“That’s it, Penny,” Liberty said through her tears. “You have lots of things 
still to say, and I’m going to be right here to listen to you and share all that 
pain and sadness you're feeling.” 

“Ba-a-a-a-a.” Penny bleated again, and this time lifted her head a little. 

“Wow!” was all Jason could think to say. 

Liberty continued to talk to Penny, and touch her, and cry for her, and 
about five minutes later, the tired ewe suddenly stood up, practically knocking 
Liberty over. But Liberty was so excited by the miracle she had helped to 
bring about that she wrapped her arms around the ewe’s head, still crying and 
laughing and talking all at the same time. The ewe nuzzled Liberty and 
bleated several times. 

Jason wasted no time. He had a bowl of water with vitamins and 
electrolytes ready, and grabbing it, knelt beside Liberty. As soon as Penny 
pushed her head under Liberty’s arm, he had the bowl right there. The thirsty 
ewe plunged her nose in and sucked greedily at the flavored water. 

“Oh, that’s so wonderful, Penny!” Liberty said. “There’s so much to live 
for, so many things to do, and someday you'll have a beautiful little lamb of 
your very own!” 

Jason was speechless, but he was smiling, and there were tears in his eyes 
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now too. Finally Penny finished drinking and bleated loudly, water dripping 
from her nose. 

They both continued to talk to and stroke the ewe for the next hour, and 
during that time Penny began to eat some alfalfa pellets. 

“Well, I should have realized that a situation like this needed a girl’s touch. 
Brother Mohammed and I were doing everything we were supposed to... 
medically. Penny needed something more than that. She needed someone 
who could really understand. Thank you so very much, Liberty, from me and 
from Brother Mohammed and from Penny.” 

“Us girls have to stick together. There are things only we can understand. 
Will you do me a favor?” 

“Sure! What?” 

“IT missed Gardening class. Would you send a note to Sister Maggie telling 
her what I was doing. I don’t want her to think I skipped.” 

“Nooo problem!” 

“Thanks. I’d better be going in a little while. I don’t want to miss Russian 
too!” 

“Hey... um... maybe you could come by some time, you know, just to talk 
or something...?” 

“Oh... I don’t know. I like to get to know people kind of... slowly,” Liberty 
said. 

Jason smiled shyly. “I understand. I’m that way too.” 

Liberty gave Penny a last hug. The ewe was busy with some alfalfa, but 
bleated vigorously through her mouthful. Liberty laughed. 

As Liberty left the Small Animal Barn, she was still feeling slightly amazed 
at what she had said to Jason when he had invited her back. It had, however, 
felt like the right thing to say. 

But she did very much intend, she realized, to return soon and often... to 
check on Penny, of course. 


* Ok OK 
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Chapter 8: Hope Where There was None 


The warm days of August were nearing their end. Already the Pacific 
Northwest had received a light rain. Ashley was comfortable with all her 
classes and responsibilities, and was looking forward to beginning her Depth 
History class and coaching a beginning gymnastics class, both of which would 
start in September. She had been given the description of the class she would 
be coaching, and knew that it would contain only serious students interested 
in an intensive training experience. And, to her relief, she also knew that 
Sister Shannon would always be either right with her or nearby. 

It was Friday. Ashley had just completed her first on-call shift of French 
interpreting in Conference Center Two, which had caused her to miss her 
Childcare class. As she walked back toward the Main Lobby with Sister 
Heather, who had also been interpreting, she mentally made plans to learn 
what she could from Liberty about the missed class, and get the reading 
assignment. They were passing the Audio and Video Production Building, 
and an ancient man was inching out into the corridor using a walker, a 
member at his side whom Ashley had seen going in and out of the same door 
many times, and several other people trailing behind who appeared to be 
related to the elderly man. Not wanting to bump into the frail man, Ashley 
slowed to let them use the passage first. 

“I can rest now,” he said in a broken voice. “My heart is at peace knowing 
all that knowledge is safely recorded for my children and their children.” 

“How soon will those disks be ready?” a middle-aged lady asked. 
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“I plan to do the editing this afternoon and tomorrow,” the member said. 
“One or more of you are welcome to be present...” 

“Why don’t I do that, Father,” a somewhat younger man said to the eldest. 

“Thank you, Son.” 

“If everything looks good, we can have the hundred copies you want to 
mail ready by the middle of next week. Your father might even like to put 
some of them into the postal slot himself.” 

“He would like that,” the elderly man’s son said. 

“And the disk will be available to the public?” the lady said, wanting 
reassurance. 

“Yes. Lyceum is a publisher from which any bookstore can order. It will 
be listed in Books In Print and the Cumulative Book Index, and be available 
to any library through inter-library loan. And we will keep a master copy in 
our vault, and a copy in our Research Library, so it will always be available 
from us no matter what.” 

“That is so nice,” the elderly man said, now approaching the middle of the 
Main Lobby and being steered by his family toward the Healing Arts Clinic. 

“What was that all about?” Ashley asked Sister Heather with curiosity. 

“That gentleman was a well-known scientist during his prime. He knows 
that he will die soon, and is in our Hospice Program where people in their last 
year of life who have significant wisdom or knowledge to pass on can live right 
here at Lyceum and work on whatever presentation is appropriate. He’s been 
working on his final lecture series for several months.” 

“The Hospice Building must be that one attached to the Clinic,” Ashley 
speculated as they walked toward the Dining Hall. 

“That’s right.” 

Something was striking a little bell for Ashley. “I wonder why I didn’t 
know anything about it before...” 

“It’s a small program that doesn’t involve many members. There are only 
seven or eight clients in it right now, although the building has space for 
twenty. I think they passed out a brochure on it while you were in the Clinic 
that day getting all your tests done.” 

“I remember something that people were reading when I got back to the 
waiting room, but I thought it was just a pamphlet about brushing your teeth 
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or something like that.” 

Heather laughed. “Feel free to wander by the Clinic and learn more if 
you're interested. My compliments on your excellent French this morning. 
Remember to record it in your computer file so you can take some time off 
someday. What’s your chore?” 

“Serving,” Ashley said. 

“T have some vacuuming to do. I'll see you later.” 

“Bye!” 

* 

Ashley was in a very thoughtful mood as she carried pitchers and platters 
out to the long tables that would be full of members in just a few minutes. 
Something important was falling into place, something that just might make a 
difference for someone that Ashley cared about very much. 

As soon as she had finished eating and clearing her dishes, Ashley nearly 
ran to the Healing Arts Clinic and asked to read everything they had on the 
Hospice Program. By five minutes before one o’clock, she had read enough to 
know that she was onto something very, very important. As there were 
several people in the waiting room, she went out into the corridor before 
pulling her communications pager out of her purse and tapping in Sister 
Heather’s code. 

“This is Heather.” 

“This is Ashley. I need to talk to you. It’s very important!” 

“Can you come to the laundry room in Aurora Borealis, or should I meet 
you somewhere?” 

“Tl be right there!” 

Less than a minute later, Ashley skidded to a stop right in front of her 
contact person. 

“T have to talk to you about the Hospice Program. I know someone who’s 
dying, and I think they should be in it!” Ashley said with great urgency in her 
voice. 

“Wait a minute! Don’t you have a Gardening class at one?” 

“Yes, but then there’s gym after that and then dinner and French and 
Interpretive Dance, and my friend could be dying right now, and she has 
something very beautiful and very important that she needs help with before 
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she dies!” Ashley poured out, almost in tears. 

Sister Heather sensed the magnitude of the situation. “Okay. Forget 
Gardening class. Sit down and tell me all about your friend.” 

Ashley spoke fast, not because she had any hope of getting to Gardening 
class on time, but because she had been reminded of Jenny’s mortal plight by 
seeing the terminally ill man, and a sense of guilt was welling up inside her, 
wondering if maybe she was too late already, while all this time she had been 
living comfortably at Lyceum where a program existed that could have 
allowed her friend to fulfill her dream. 

She told Sister Heather about getting to know the ten-year-old girl in the 
nursing home, and all about the seven voices of music that Jenny had heard 
while gazing up at the stars at night. She described how Jenny had learned to 
play some of them on her penny whistle, and then on the recorder Ashley had 
bought for her, and finally how her worsening condition was making it harder 
and harder for her to play the ones she knew, and impossible to practice the 
sixth and seventh ones. 

She also told Heather about how hard it was for Jenny to play in the 
nursing home, and about the tiny little porch that was her only retreat, and 
how her mother had hocked the recorder and Ashley had had to buy it back. 

Ashley fell silent and watched her older friend expectantly. 

Heather pondered the situation, seeing how obviously important it was to 
Ashley, and thinking about the facilities that Lyceum had that could help the 
young dying girl. A moment later she reached for her shoulder bag and pulled 
out her pager and touched the keys. She looked at Ashley with a smile as she 
waited for a response. 

“Brother Clyde at your service!” a baritone voice said. 

“Clyde, this is Heather. Sister Ashley and I need to meet with you about a 
potential candidate for your program. I think it proper to call the situation 
urgent.” 

“I’m in the Hospice Center now.” 

“We'll be right over.” 

On their way, Heather explained to Ashley that Brother Clyde was the 
administrator in charge of the entire Hospice Program. As soon as they 
entered the building, which was connected to the Healing Arts Clinic by an 
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indoor glass-walled corridor, Ashley was amazed. She had expected 
something like the Rapid City Convalescent Center, maybe a little nicer. 

What she found was a spacious indoor patio and garden, with pools and 
fountains, lawns and carpets, benches and tables, ringed by twenty 
apartments and numerous other rooms for various kinds of work and play, 
just like the members’ Residence Halls. The roof was a beautiful white dome 
held up with soaring wooden beams and pierced with six large skylights. 

By one of the pools in the garden, Ashley could see an elderly lady tossing 
bits of fish food onto the water. Then the lady would stop, consider a thought, 
and write something down in a notebook at her side. In another part of the 
patio a man worked at an easel. He was not very old, perhaps fifty, but every 
once in awhile he would twitch and shudder with some kind of painful spasm. 
Then he would return to his painting for a few moments. 

A large man stepped out of one of the apartments. 

“Thank you again, Clyde,” an elderly male voice came from within. “I sure 
am sorry to have to bother you like this.” 

“No problem, Mr. Ambroise,” the large man said. “That’s why I’m here. 
Do you feel up to teaching your class this evening?” 

“T wouldn’t miss it even if I had to take a bed pan with me!” the voice said. 

The large man chuckled. “That’s the spirit! [ll see you there!” 

Then he turned and spotted Ashley and Heather. “Greetings, Sisters! We 
can go into the office. Sister Hillary is also here to assist the residents.” He 
washed his hands at a sink in a small work area, and then led them into the 
pleasant office and meeting room, where they all sat down at a round table. 

Ashley told her story again, adding details she had forgotten to mention to 
Sister Heather earlier. Brother Clyde listened with keen interest. When she 
was finished, he thought for a moment. 

“I need to speak very plainly, Ashley,” he said. “You’re a Lyceum member, 
and so you should have the wisdom to not misinterpret what I am about to 
say, to not replace intelligent thought with a knee-jerk emotional response. 
Can I assume you have that wisdom?” 

Ashley took a deep breath. She remembered the rotor blades. She had 
learned to trust that they would stay in their proper place. Her feelings about 
Jenny were threatening to jump out of their proper place. She knew she had 
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to push them back, at least for the moment. “Yes.” 

“The most important question we have to consider, Ashley, is whether this 
ten-year-old girl truly has something of great value to leave to the future. 
Most ten-year-olds have not accumulated much knowledge or wisdom. 
People die all the time — even ten-year-olds. We don’t have space or 
resources here at Lyceum for all of them.” 

He paused to let his words soak in. Ashley nodded. 

“But as I understand it,” Brother Clyde went on, “your friend has a special 
gift, something that she did not acquire over a lifetime of experiences, but 
rather received, or is receiving, directly from some external source.” 

“Right,” Ashley confirmed. 

“The question is, how do we determine the quality of the music that your 
friend is hearing and was trying to play? A variation on Mary Had A Little 
Lamb would be of little worth to the future.” 

“T have heard it. Not all of it, of course, and not all of the voices together. 
There was no way she could play them for me all together. But I have heard 
four of them, and some of the fifth.” 

She glanced at the adults, and realized what they needed to hear. 

“My parents play classical music at home all the time, and I dance to some 
of the best music in the world in my gymnastics routines and in my dance 
classes. I have watched gymnasts and ballet dancers and ice skaters perform 
to great music all my life. I know what good music is. Jenny’s song is like 
that. It’s not a little kid’s tune. It’s about twenty minutes long, and it’s 
complex, and it’s deep and mysterious. I wish I had recorded some of it, 
because it would make you cry, it’s so beautiful.” 

Ashley figured she had said all she could. Brother Clyde and Sister 
Heather looked at each other. She closed her eyes, fearing they would now do 
what she had seen adults do many times — toss away the concerns and 
accomplishments of the young as unimportant. 

“Okay,” he said. “That’s what we have to go on. Ashley is a Lyceum 
member, she knows music, and she judges that the quality of the music that 
has been composed or transcribed by her friend is comparable to the great 
music we have today that has withstood the test of time. It sounds like we had 
better get moving on this.” 
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Ashley opened her eyes. “You mean... she can come?” 

Sister Heather smiled. “Actually, it was you who made that decision, 
Ashley. Are you still comfortable with it?” 

“Yes... I’m just... very happy!” 

“Okay,” Brother Clyde said. “We have a number of things to do. First of 
all, clear your schedules for this afternoon and evening. Do you have any 
work shifts for the rest of the day, Ashley?” 

“No. Just classes.” 

“Get on a computer terminal and leave messages for your teachers telling 
them you're on a special project for the Hospice Center. Then call the nursing 
home and see if you can get an update on your friend’s condition. Heather, do 
we have a member in the area?” 

“Yes. Sister Laura set up Ashley's two membership preparation 
assignments there.” 

“Good. Get with her and have her make contact with the girl’s mother to 
see if she’s at all open to a benefactor situation to upgrade her daughter’s care. 
Ashley is the benefactor, champion athlete’s home town, you know. Meet 
back here in half an hour.” 

Ashley and Heather strode to the main office together. Ashley sat down at 
a computer and left messages for Sister Shannon in the gym, her French 
teacher, and her dance instructor. Then, remembering that they had a 
televideo at the Rapid City Convalescent Center, she stepped into a booth and 
found the number in her little address book that was always in her purse. She 
was very glad that one of the nurses she knew appeared on the screen. 

“Hello, Ashley!” 

“Hello, Mrs. Miller. I just called to see how Jenny was doing.” 

“Not good. She’s so depressed now that she doesn’t have the strength to 
play her recorder anymore. Your letter improved her spirits for a day or two, 
and she even got out her instrument and tried to play, but her breath was only 
good for about a minute, and then the coughing started again. Doctor thinks 
she'll go sometime this fall or winter. She’s working on a letter to you, but it 
goes slowly. Would you like to talk to her?” 

“Not right now. I have to go talk to someone. Please tell her that I called, 
and I'll call again tonight or tomorrow.” 
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“Okay, Honey. You take care.” 

“Thank you, Mrs. Miller.” 

Back in the office, Ashley was informed that Sister Heather wanted Ashley 
to join her in another telecommunications booth as soon as possible. Ashley 
slipped in and sat down next to the older member. Suddenly there was 
recognition on both sides of the connection. 

“Hello, Ashley. I’m very happy to hear that you became a member,” the 
image on the screen said. “I'll never forget the many times I’ve seen you 
sitting on the floor in the stacks searching through the gymnastics books.” 

“Mrs. Pearson! I thought you were the Children’s Librarian!” 

“Well, I was and still am the Children’s Librarian. I’ve also been a non- 
resident member of Lyceum for almost ten years, so you can call me Sister 
Laura. I understand that one of those volunteer assignments I arranged for 
you has borne some special fruit.” 

“T’ve already told Sister Laura about Jenny. She’s about to give her mother 
a call and see if she’s willing to come to a meeting.” 

“Um... Sister Laura... I have to tell you some things about Jenny’s mom.” 

“Go ahead, Ashley. Any information that will help me is appreciated.” 

“Well... she’s kind of... a very selfish person. I bet she won’t want to do 
anything that doesn’t have something in it for her.” 

“T see,” Sister Laura said thoughtfully. 

“If you want to talk to her, you'll probably have to buy her a meal or 
something.” 

“Hmm. I know the type. Thank you for the tip, Ashley. I bet she hasn’t 
been to the Red Lion in a while.” 

“Probably never. She lives on welfare. And I don’t think she has a phone. 
Youll have to call her neighbor, Susan MacArthur.” 

“Okay. I’m glad to know what I’m up against. I’ll call you back in fifteen 
minutes or less.” 

The screen went blank, and while they waited, Ashley shared Jenny’s 
condition with Sister Heather. She had barely finished when Sister Laura was 
back on the line. 

“Your assessment was correct, Ashley. She was extremely suspicious until 
I offered her a free steak dinner. She'll meet with me this evening, and I have 
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a hunch she'll be open to the plan as long as it doesn’t cost her anything.” 

“Okay,” Heather said. “Thanks, Laura. We'll proceed with that as our 
working assumption. I'll talk to you tonight.” 

“Bye, Sister Laura!” 

“Bye, Ashley!” 

They walked quickly back to the Hospice Center. Again Brother Clyde was 
helping a resident, but he was soon free. They filled him in on Jenny’s 
condition, and Sister Laura’s impressions and planned meeting. He laughed 
when he heard about the necessary steak dinner bribe. 

“Now I think I see the situation a little more clearly,” he said. “Mom is 
going to want a piece of the action. We'll have to be careful with this one. 
Sister Laura could use some help. Why don’t you fly out tonight, Ashley. 
Take a portfolio with you, lots of pictures, a number of lodging, meal, and 
transportation vouchers, and a complete Hospice Program kit. Include a 
deluxe mock-up library case for a music disk in your portfolio. That ought to 
be inspiring to the girl at least. Heather and I will help you get it all ready.” 

Ashley’s head was spinning as she experienced first hand how quickly 
Lyceum could go into action. She was trying to stay calm and collected, but 
the part about flying out to Rapid City that night to help Sister Laura was 
almost beyond her belief. 

Then she realized two things. First of all, this was all being done fairly 
leisurely compared to her recent Disneyland trip. The timing on that trip, she 
remembered, had been almost split second, and she could imagine the hasty 
phone calls and quick decisions that had been necessary, even though she had 
not herself witnessed the arrangements being made. 

Second of all, she, Sister Ashley Marie, was a resident member of Lyceum, 
and a champion athlete who had trained in Rapid City from childhood to gold 
medal. Sister Laura was a non-resident member and a Children’s Librarian. 
Maybe Ashley could help out in some way... 

The next two hours were very busy for Ashley. Sister Heather and Brother 
Clyde put together the portfolio while Ashley packed several changes of 
respectable clothing. When she returned to the office, she learned that she 
had a flight to Billings, Montana at six o’clock, and then a connecting flight to 
Rapid City, arriving about ten p.m. local time. She called her mother, who 
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was ecstatic that Ashley would be visiting and promised to meet her at the 
airport. It was a little hard to tell her mother that she was on an assignment 
and wouldn’t have much time to spend with them, but she had to say it. Her 
mother seemed to understand. 

Heather made sure that Ashley had all the necessary phone numbers, and 
the man at the travel desk issued Ashley a debit card and three hundred 
dollars in cash. He dropped it down from five hundred at Ashley’s request 
after she assured him that she could stay at her parent’s house, but he also 
reminded her to use any of Lyceum’s contact numbers if she got into a bind. 

In addition to the flashy portfolio and mock-up library case that looked 
like a book but opened to reveal a music disk and accompanying booklet, 
Ashley received a serious-looking envelope of mission documents and 
permission forms for Jenny’s mother to sign. She planned to read everything 
on the airplane so that she would arrive knowing what she had with her. 

Over a hasty dinner, Ashley, Heather, and Clyde brain-stormed about what 
sorts of things Jenny’s mother might want out of the situation, and how far 
Lyceum was willing to go on such issues as free transportation, lodging and 
meals, and royalties that might be received on the sale of Jenny’s music. 
Ashley took notes, and by the time she swallowed her last bite, felt she 
understood their limitations. She just hoped she wouldn’t have to deal with 
any surprise demands. She was glad Sister Laura would be there. 

At 5:15 Heather drove her to Portland International Airport and waved 
good-bye as the young member boarded the small transport on its low-volume 
run to Billings, Montana. Ashley was going home, but knew she was on a 
mission that could be very important to at least one young girl, and that 
leisurely visiting and playing would have to wait for another time. 


* Ok OK 


Lyceum Challenge 114 


Chapter 9: Farewell to Rapid City 


By the time Ashley’s evening flight touched down in Billings, she had 
learned a great deal more about the Hospice Program, and even some thing 
about Lyceum in general that she had not known before. She had read over 
the mission documents twice, as they contained a carefully worded list of the 
goals of the mission and the resources that were available to accomplish those 
goals. But they ended by saying that the members conducting the mission 
were empowered to modify the goals and the resources used as they became 
aware of new factors and conditions. 

The permission forms that Jenny’s mother would have to sign 
concentrated on medical care, but also included such things as transportation, 
education, and recreation. Some had blanks that she or Sister Laura would 
have to fill in before they were signed. One was specifically about the royalties 
that would be paid to the estate of the Hospice Program client for any work 
that was published by Lyceum. Ashley already knew that she could offer 
Jenny’s mother up to a fifty percent royalty based on income after expenses. 
The rest would go to the Hospice Program to pay for the care they had given 
Jenny and to benefit the program in general. 

The connecting flight to Rapid City was on an old propeller-driven plane 
that only held about twenty people. On that particular evening, it was about 
half full. Ashley read through the Hospice Program kit one more time, and 
then closed her eyes to try to imagine how the weekend would go. 

Her mother would be at the airport, but she wanted to call Mrs. Pearson — 
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Sister Laura — right away to find out how the dinner meeting had gone. She 
knew there would be another meeting tomorrow, probably over a fancy meal 
somewhere. And only after Jenny’s mother had said yes could they ask Jenny 
if she wanted to come to Lyceum. 

A hint of evening light was still in the sky as the little plane rolled to a stop 
in front of the small airport building near Rapid City. Ashley shouldered her 
travel pack and tucked the plastic portfolio case, which contained all the 
literature about Lyceum and the mission, under her arm. As soon as she 
pranced down the steps from the plane, she saw her mother, father, and 
grandmother waiting by the door to the terminal building. She ran to them 
and shared embraces with the people who had taken her from the uncertainty 
of being an orphan, a ward of the State of South Dakota, all the way to the 
pride of being a champion athlete, and a member of a respected service 
organization for which she was conducting a mission that would have been 
challenging to many adults. 

Finally they entered the building, Ashley with her arm around her mother, 
while her father assisted his elderly mother. 

“Are you hungry, Honey?” her mother asked. 

“Tm fine, Mom. I had a piece of fruit on the plane. But I’ve been earning 
some money, and I want to take you all out to a nice restaurant while I’m here. 
It’s just that... ’m not sure when yet. I should know tomorrow. It will 
probably be on Sunday.” 

“Well, my, my! Earning money already!” 

Ashley grinned with pride. “I just earned thirty-five dollars this morning 
in tips while interpreting French at a breakfast banquet and meeting. But I 
made a lot more than that at the big funeral I told you about.” 

“The car’s right out in front,” her father said. 

“T need to make a phone call first. There was a meeting earlier, and I have 
to find out what happened.” 

Ashley spotted a phone booth and slipped inside. Her family looked at the 
pictures and models of airplanes that had been used in South Dakota from the 
days of the bi-planes to the small jets that now landed in Sioux Falls. Ashley 
finished her call and rejoined them. 

“Sister Laura, she’s a non-resident member who lives here in town, will 
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stop by our house in about half an hour. I’ve got a bunch of papers she needs 
to read over. I have to be at Sandy’s for a breakfast meeting tomorrow at 
nine.” 

“It sure does sound like important business,” her father said as they 
walked toward the car. “Now I don’t want to invade anyone’s privacy or 
anything like that, but can you at least tell us enough to reassure your mom 
and I that this mission you're on is completely ethical?” 

“Sure, Dad. There’s no big secrets. I can tell you all about it if I just leave 
off the names.” 

On the short drive home, Ashley described how she had accidentally 
missed hearing about the Lyceum Hospice Program until that very day. They 
already knew about her friend at the nursing home who was dying. Now 
Ashley went into some detail about her friend’s music, and how the program 
at Lyceum was just for that kind of situation. 

Not long after they arrived home, Sister Laura rang the doorbell. She 
came in for a moment, shook hands with everyone, and Ashley gave her the 
portfolio and mission documents. 

“You've read all of it, Ashley?” 

“Twice. Some of it three times.” 

“So I'll just bring it to the meeting tomorrow. Why don’t you get there 
about 8:30 so we can confer before the other party arrives?” 

“Okay. Good night!” 

“Good night, everyone! Nice to meet all of you!” 

“Good night!” Ashley’s parents said. 

Ashley’s mother served slices of home-made pie, and they all sat around in 
the living room while Ashley told about her classes, and her work 
assignments, and especially about her recent trip to Disneyland. She showed 
them her Lyceum I.D. Book, and they gave her unending compliments over 
her French Fluency Credential, her Level One Diplomatic Clearance, and her 
three mission stamps, the most recent being Cultural Mission #23-2253, her 
Disneyland demo. 

Her father asked if Lyceum always gave her the necessary resources to 
carry out her assigned tasks, and in answer she showed them the debit card 
with a ten thousand dollar limit, the three hundred in cash, and the list of 
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phone numbers and Internet addresses in her I.D. Book that she could use if 
any problem came up. They were more than satisfied. 

“Now, no shopping sprees with that debit card, young lady!” her father 
warned, half jokingly. 

“Don’t worry, Dad. If I did something stupid like that, ’'d be throwing 
away everything that’s important to me.” 

He smiled, knowing how dear to her heart was her gymnastics and the 
traveling that Lyceum was allowing her to do. 

“Honey, tell her about your vacation!” Ashley's mother said to her 
husband. 

“Oh, yes. I told my boss I’d be happy to take a winter vacation this year, so 
we've got two weeks in November. How would you like to show us your new 
home?” 

Ashley practically jumped with joy at the prospect. “It’s beautiful there, 
even in the winter, and you can see me train in their fantastic gym, and you'll 
love the Temple and the chapels, and the food is really good, and you can stay 
in the Lodge, and there are hot pools...” 

“Are the lodge and restaurant very expensive?” he asked. 

“For you it’s free! I’ve got twenty days of guest coupons that are good for 
lodging, meals, recreation, souvenirs, bus fare to and from Portland, 
everything!” 

“With two of us, and two days on the train each way, that'll work out just 
right!” he said. “But we don’t want to keep you from your schooling or your 
responsibilities. We'll just share a meal with you now and then, and otherwise 
your mom and I will just kick back and relax.” 

They talked until nearly midnight about every little thing from the food 
that was served at Lyceum to the local politics and gossip of Rapid City. 
Finally, Ashley got sheets and blankets and made herself a bed on the couch. 
Even though she no longer had her own room, it still felt like home, and she 
was sure it always would. 

* 

Ashley hugged her parents and headed out the door at shortly after eight 
o’clock the following morning, dressed as respectably as she was able. It had 
been hard to refuse her mother’s offer of breakfast, but she knew that if she 
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ate twice, she’d never get back into shape. She had already missed one day of 
training, and had a strong hunch she would also miss at least Monday. But 
she was willing to miss many more if by so doing she could help Jenny to 
fulfill her dream of hearing all seven voices of her song played together before 
she died. 

Sister Laura drove into the restaurant parking lot just moments after 
Ashley arrived on foot. 

“Good morning, Ashley. Are you ready for this?” 

“As ready as I'll ever be.” 

They arranged for a large table that would allow them space to spread out 
their papers, and informed the waitress that they would be ordering breakfast 
at nine when the third person arrived. 

“Now remember, we have to keep everything totally positive with Mrs. 
Clark. She can eat like an elephant, but that’s okay if it’s the price of helping 
her daughter.” 

Ashley had never liked watching people gorge themselves. But for Jenny, 
she’d make herself sit through it. “I understand.” 

“T’ve started a list of all the issues we need to come to an agreement on 
with her. Take a look and see if you can think of anything else, or if you have 
any questions about them.” 

Ashley read through the list. “Calls. She’s going to want free phone or 
video calls to her daughter.” 

“Right.” The non-resident member added it to the list. “That one’s easy 
with a toll-free number, but it gives us an extra bargaining chip.” 

Ashley studied the list further. “I think the idea of her making a royalty on 
Jenny’s music will really be the thing that breaks the ice. Maybe we should, 
you know, save it for last, when everything else has been agreed to but she’s 
still dragging her feet.” 

“Good idea. I hadn’t thought of that.” 

“Brother Clyde said that we should start by offering her thirty percent, but 
we can go as high as fifty percent if we have to.” 

“That’s good to know. Here she comes now.” 

Ashley had to take a deep breath and use all her self-control to avoid 
letting her feelings show on her face. Mrs. Clark was simply the fattest and 
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ugliest human being Ashley had ever seen. The dress she was wearing could 
have served as a tent for Ashley, and her shoes resembled bulging buckets that 
did nothing but contain her feet and legs, if that’s what her lower extremities 
could be called. She half waddled, half limped through the restaurant, already 
eyeing the pies and cakes behind the counter. But her eyes were shifty, and 
didn’t stay on anything for more than a moment. Ashley felt sick... and made 
sure it wasn’t showing on her face. 

“Good morning, Mrs. Clark!” Sister Laura said, rising and extending her 
hand. 

Ashley stood up also, and realized that the immense lady was only about 
her height. She was glad that was the only thing they had in common. 

“This is Sister Ashley Marie Riddle, the champion athlete I told you about 
who is willing to sponsor your daughter. She just flew out from Portland, 
Oregon last night to meet with you and hopefully with your daughter also.” 

Ashley shook hands. The woman’s grip was oily and sweaty. 

“Please sit down. We haven’t ordered yet.” 

“Someone is picking up the tab, right?” Mrs. Clark asserted. 

“Everything’s on me,” Ashley said. 

The waitress brought menus, and the huge lady immediately picked out 
two of the most expensive breakfasts: steak and eggs, and a crab omelet. 
Ashley couldn’t believe that one person could even hope to eat so much. She 
herself ordered a light breakfast and a glass of juice, and then rechecked her 
face for neutrality. 

“May we begin by showing you some pictures that Sister Ashley brought 
with her from Oregon? You will find the facilities most beautiful.” 

“Sure. Just let me sip this hot chocolate. I haven’t had anything yet this 
morning.” She proceeded to drain the cup. 

Ashley placed pictures in front on the lady. The gardens, the Temple, the 
Recreation Center all received only a glance. The Dining Hall was studied 
intensely, especially the smaller picture showing an elegant dinner being 
served in the Garden Dining Room. 

“Now my main concern is that my dear precious daughter not be taken 
away from the love and support she gets from her mother.” 

Ashley could have easily burst out laughing. But she didn’t. 
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“If my daughter is going to be in this program of yours, she'll need me to 
be there a good part of the time.” 

The Lyceum members were prepared for this demand. 

“As we understand it, you visit your daughter about once a week now,” 
Sister Laura said. Ashley knew even that was stretching the truth. “But as 
your daughter’s condition worsens, we can understand that four days a month 
may not be enough. Your daughter’s sponsor would like to pay for one week 
each month of free lodging and meals at Lyceum so that you can give your 
daughter the emotional support she needs. With that, of course, comes your 
bus and train fare to and from Rapid City.” 

Mrs. Clark was obviously uncomfortable that they knew how little she 
visited her daughter at the nursing home. But she took it in stride. She was 
getting a good deal, and she knew it. But she saw some space to stick in 
another wedge. 

“But what about the other three weeks? How can my daughter be expected 
to hold on unless she can hear my voice?” 

At that moment their food arrived, so they suspended their conversation 
while Mrs. Clark dug in, the victuals obviously more important than the 
question she had asked. She also required several special condiments and 
another cup of hot chocolate. Ashley nibbled at her egg and small piece of 
ham. 

When it looked like the large lady was again ready to pursue the 
discussion, Sister Laura spoke. “Youre right. That is too long to go without 
contact. Would you be comfortable, Sister Ashley, with providing Mrs. Clark 
with a toll-free number so that she can call her daughter as often as she likes?” 

“That would be okay,” Ashley said. “Even better, we could arrange for 
Jenny’s room to be near a televideo so that they can see as well as hear each 
other. There’s a televideo booth just a block from your house, isn’t there Mrs. 
Clark?” 

“Um, yes,” she said in a moment of honesty, temporarily disarmed by the 
flavor of crab and Swiss cheese. 

About when Mrs. Clark was through one breakfast and about halfway 
through the second, she began to slow down. Ashley took the opportunity to 
show her more pictures of Lyceum. She didn’t seem interested in reading 
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anything. Both members wondered if she knew how. 

When the second breakfast had been completely consumed, Sister Laura 
attempted to begin talking about the Hospice Program itself. But it wasn’t 
quite time yet — Mrs. Clark needed a piece of pie 4 la mode in front of her. 
Only then could they begin to explain the program and show her pictures of 
the Hospice Center. 

“Now during my visits, I don’t want to be bothering the other patients...” 
she said after glancing at pictures of the kind of room Jenny would have. 

“Oh, we understand completely,” Sister Laura said, knowing that she 
would actually prefer to not go anywhere near the place. “Sister Ashley, would 
you show Mrs. Clark the Lyceum Lodge again?” 

“This is a typical Lodge room,” Ashley said. “Very comfortable, private 
bath.” 

“Bathtub?” she asked, finishing her pie. 

“Well,” Ashley said, “most of them have showers... but I think we can 
promise a bathtub, since we'll know in advance when you'll be coming.” 
There was no way in Hell that Ashley was going to let her have one of the hot 
tub rooms. 

The waitress wandered by. 

“Didn’t I see some chocolate cake?” Mrs. Clark inquired. 

“Yes,” the waitress said. “Would you like that with hot fudge sauce?” 

“Please. And ice cream.” 

Ashley checked her face. 

By the time the large lady had finished her chocolate cake, a strawberry 
milkshake, and a dish of pudding, it was nearly eleven o’clock, and Sister 
Laura had checked off all the items of substance on her list as being basically 
acceptable to Mrs. Clark. 

“Well, as it appears you’re comfortable with all aspects of the program, 
Mrs. Clark, wouldn’t this be a good time to go to the nursing home and see 
how your daughter feels about the idea?” 

“You know, I feel bad about asking my daughter to leave her home town. 
She’s grown up here. This is all she knows.” 

Shell be glad to get out, Ashley thought. “Sister Laura, did you tell Mrs. 
Clark about the royalties yet?” 
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“Royalties?” the huge lady said, her interest peaked, her eyes shifting 
quickly from one member to the other. 

“No. That completely slipped my mind. Sister Ashley has heard your 
daughter’s musical composition, and believes it has good sales potential. 
Lyceum will be able to market it through bookstores and music shops and its 
own catalog. We have a copy of the Lyceum Catalog with us, don’t we?” 

“Yes,” Ashley said. “Here it is. Everything in our catalog is available both 
at Lyceum and through mail order.” 

Jenny’s mother glanced at the catalog. “How much would I get, I mean to 
keep for Jenny in case she gets better?” 

Ashley wanted to vomit. 

“We are usually able to offer thirty percent of all profits to the client or her 
estate, which would be you, her mother, in this case,” Sister Laura said. 

The fat lady looked thoughtful. 

“But since Mrs. Clark is being so helpful,” Ashley said, “I think we could 
manage forty percent in this case. The rest has to go toward the program.” 

“Well... royalties... that sounds very good, for Jenny, I mean.” 

“May we give you a ride to the nursing home, Mrs. Clark?” Ashley said. 

“Gosh. It’s almost lunch time. Shouldn’t we get a bite first?” 

“Excellent idea!” the Children’s Librarian said before Ashley had a chance 
to say anything. She could tell the younger member was getting near the end 
of her fuse. “Sister Ashley, have you been to LeRoy’s Steak House recently? 
They have an excellent lunch selection, and a very nice salad bar.” 

“No, I haven't,” Ashley said, getting out her debit card to take care of the 
ridiculous bill they had just accumulated at Sandy’s. 

“Would that be to your liking, Mrs. Clark?” 

“That would be very nice,” the large lady said, trying to get up. Sister 
Laura assisted her while Ashley paid the bill, and gave the waitress a ten 
dollar tip from her cash envelope. 

* 

At about 1:30 they finally arrived at the Rapid City Convalescent Center. 
Ashley was very glad the air conditioning had been fixed. The nurses and 
assistants greeted Ashley with fond memories of her volunteer time with 
them. Few volunteers ever came back to visit, much less to do what Ashley 
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was about to do. 

Jenny was thrilled to see Ashley, but only a few carefully chosen words 
passed between mother and daughter. 

“Honey, this lady has something to tell you about. It’s something that will 
be very good for you, and we’ve worked it out so that I’ll still be able to call 
you and visit.” 

“Shall we go out on the porch, get some fresh air?” Ashley asked Jenny. 

“Sure!” the young girl said, a smile on her face at just being able to see 
Ashley again. 

“Tl wait in the Living Room. It’s the only place with comfortable chairs,” 
the girl’s mother said. 

Sister Laura went with the large lady to deal with any concerns she might 
choose to raise. 

Out on the little porch, where Ashley had first heard the beautiful music 
that Jenny could play, the two girls got comfortable, Jenny in her wheelchair, 
Ashley in a folding chair beside her. 

“Thanks for coming to visit me!” Jenny said. “I know you probably have 
lots of other people you want to spend time with.” 

“Nope. On this trip, I’m just here to visit you.” 

“Really? How come?” 

“Because I discovered that Lyceum has a Hospice Program where you can 
live in a place a hundred times nicer than this, and it has all the musicians and 
technicians and equipment you'll need to produce your music even if you can’t 
play the recorder anymore. And your mom has already said it’s okay!” 

“How did you talk my mom into it?” 

“Promised her part of the profit if your music sells.” 

“That’s my mom! But... how could you sell my music?” 

Ashley showed her friend the library case with the music disk and booklet 
inside, and she explained how Lyceum published all kinds of books and disks, 
both through stores and through their own catalog. 

“You mean, my song would be on a disk, and people could just send you 
some money and you’d send them one?” 

“Yep. Or they could order it from a music store.” 

“Wow!” Jenny’s eyes were sparkling for the first time in many days. 
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Ashley proceeded to show Jenny all the pictures of Lyceum she had 
brought, especially of the Hospice Center and the Audio Production facilities. 
Jenny’s smile got bigger and bigger. 

“And Ill be able to see you in the gym?” 

“Uh huh. Everything at Lyceum is walking distance to everything else, and 
you can go anywhere in a wheelchair!” 

“And I won’t be taking up too much of your time?” the ten-year-old asked 
with a worried look on her face. 

“T don’t work in the Hospice Center, but there’s always someone there to 
help the residents with things. There are only about eight other people in the 
program. I'll visit you, or you can visit me, almost every day! You can even 
eat meals with me in the Dining Hall. And you'll make other friends there 
that you can spend time with too!” 

Suddenly a coughing fit took Jenny, and she couldn’t say anything for the 
next couple of minutes. She looked very tired when it finally passed. At last 
she managed a whisper. “When can I go?” 

Ashley smiled and hugged her. “First you have to go inside and tell your 
mom that you want to live at Lyceum. Are you ready?” 

Jenny breathed for a few moments, gathering both physical and emotional 
strength. Finally she refound her voice. “Ready.” 

Ashley tucked her portfolio under her arm and pushed Jenny inside. They 
found her mother, still in the Living Room of the nursing home talking to 
Sister Laura. 

“Well, you took long enough!” the huge lady snapped at her daughter. 
Jenny cringed. Then remembering the company she was in, Mrs. Clark 
softened her tone. “Have you thought about it, Honey? Now, don’t let anyone 
push you into something you don’t want to do...” 

Ashley left Jenny several yards from her mother. She didn’t know how 
close they wanted to be. She sat down in a chair a little ways away from 
everyone else, thinking neutrality would be good at that moment. 

Jenny looked at Ashley. 

Ashley gave her a slight smile. “It’s up to you, Jenny.” 

Jenny shuddered at the difficulty of what she had to do. Then she closed 
her eyes and took several deep breaths. At last she opened them, and began 


Lyceum Challenge 125 


rolling her wheelchair toward her mother. She stopped just inches away, and 
Mrs. Clark was obviously uncomfortable with the closeness. 

“Mother, I want to go to Lyceum with Ashley. If I can’t do anything else 
before I die, I want to go to Lyceum with Ashley.” 

Ashley let out the breath she had been holding. 

“Okay, Honey. I'll sign the papers. How soon will her place be ready?” she 
said, looking at Sister Laura. 

Both Lyceum members knew that Mrs. Clark had played all her aces and 
was feeling herself the winner. It was their turn to play their hand, although 
they knew it was designed to leave the huge lady believing that she had come 
out on top. 

“We have a reservation for a special wheelchair-accessible bedroom on the 
train out of Cheyenne tomorrow evening. I'll need tomorrow afternoon to 
drive Sister Ashley and Jenny down there. That will leave this evening and 
tomorrow morning for Jenny to say good-bye to friends. To accomplish all 
that, you will need to sign her out of the nursing home’s care and into our care 
as of noon tomorrow.” 

Jenny’s eyes almost bulged out of her head at the prospect of leaving so 
soon, but she stayed silent. 

“Mrs. Clark, may I take Jenny down to the ice cream shop on Main Street 
while you and Sister Laura are doing the paperwork?” Ashley asked. 

“Sure. Now,” she said, turning to Sister Laura, “let’s make sure that forty 
percent is down in writing.” 

Ashley interrupted one more time. “And shall we plan on six o’clock, all 
four of us, at the Red Lion for dinner?” 

* 

Ashley and Jenny laughed and talked all the way to the ice cream shop. 
Jenny had not felt so wonderful and free in years. Ashley told her friend all 
about the breakfast meeting and the things they had had to promise her 
mother. Jenny predicted her mother wouldn’t use the privileges much 
because it was so uncomfortable for her to travel. 

Over sundaes Ashley told Jenny about all the fun things there were to do at 
Lyceum, leaving out those that would not be possible for Jenny. More than 
anything else, Jenny looked forward to the Audio Production facilities, where 
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Ashley said there were instruments and computers that even people without 
hands could use. But she also sparkled when Ashley described the movies 
that were always being shown, the Theme Gardens with their seemingly 
endless paths, the Planetarium Theater where there were several shows daily 
on everything from geology to ballet dancing, and the relaxing hot pools, with 
one right in the Hospice Center, where Jenny could play in bubbling water of 
any temperature she liked. 
* 

When they returned to the nursing home, they learned that Sister Laura 
had driven Mrs. Clark home so that she could take a nap before they picked 
her up again for dinner. Sister Laura soon returned, and the three of them 
looked over all the paperwork that Jenny’s mother had signed. 

“As of noon tomorrow, you will be in our care, Jenny,” Sister Laura 
explained. “The home has a going-away party planned for you tomorrow at 
eleven. You should be all packed by then, as we have to head for Cheyenne 
shortly after noon. Ashley, can you help her with that today and tomorrow 
morning?” 

“You bet!” 

“IT want to remember to get my recorder from the Nurse’s Station!” Jenny 
said. “It’s the most important thing in the world to me, even though I can’t 
play it anymore.” 

Sister Laura left to do some shopping, first entrusting to Ashley all the 
mission documents and permission forms that Mrs. Clark had signed. In 
Jenny’s room, Ashley discovered that her friend had few belongings to pack. 
A nurse brought out of a store room the same suitcase with which Jenny had 
arrived almost two years before. Everything still fit inside, except the 
recorder. 

Soon a nursing assistant arrived to bathe and dress Jenny for dinner. 
Ashley watched, as she knew that once they were on the train, she would be 
Jenny’s only helper. The nursing assistant explained that caring for Jenny 
was easy, as she only needed help getting into and out of the bathtub, and 
could even walk with a strong person at her side. 

At 5:30 Sister Laura arrived, and Ashley was able to walk Jenny out to the 
car with little effort. Mother and daughter still had few words to exchange, so 
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during dinner, Sister Laura spoke about the things that Mrs. Clark might like 
to do when she visited Lyceum that would not involve Jenny. The massive 
lady paid some attention, but most of her mind was on the free and plentiful 
food at her fingertips. Ashley had a broiled chicken breast and salad, and 
Jenny, out of pure loyalty to her friend, had the same thing. For the third 
time, Ashley took care of the bill with her debit card. 

Ashley said good night to a very happy ten-year-old when they returned to 
the nursing home, a ten-year-old who was counting the hours until she would 
be on the road out of Rapid City, South Dakota, the town where she had been 
born, raised, diagnosed, and trapped without the means to fulfill the one 
dream that was left within her abilities. 

Ashley wanted to get home to invite her parents and grandmother out to 
breakfast the following morning. She was sure it would be a much more 
pleasant breakfast than she had had that morning. And after spending some 
evening time at home, she wanted to visit Julie and laugh and talk and play 
computer games until midnight or one in the morning. 

* 

Breakfast the following morning, after attending the early Mass at their 
church, was very special to Ashley. They went to the nicest place in town that 
served breakfast, and everyone loved the food and the atmosphere. It was the 
first time that Ashley had paid the bill. And it was with her own money, not 
the cash or debit card from Lyceum. 

Ashley packed her clothes and took leave of her parents and grandmother 
at ten o’clock that morning. The pain of parting was made bearable knowing 
that her parents would be coming to Lyceum in less than three months. She 
walked to the nursing home through the cool morning air, pack on her back 
and portfolio case under her arm. 

After stacking her small burdens beside Jenny’s suitcase, Ashley helped to 
set up for the party. Jenny’s mother had been invited, but had said that she 
didn’t want to bother the residents. Hearing that, Ashley and Jenny looked at 
each other, and both smiled. 

There was a large cake, and a smaller cake made specially for the diabetics. 
There were balloons and streamers, and a large card that many of the staff 
members and some of the residents had signed. Jenny was only on friendly 
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terms with a few of the residents, and with those she shared parting words 
and hugs. 

At 11:30 Sister Laura arrived, had a small slice of cake, and exchanged 
pleasant words with the staff and residents. Then she collected Jenny’s 
medication list and remaining supplies from the nurse, and called Brother 
Kenneth at Lyceum. 

As noon approached, Ashley slipped into Jenny’s room, checked all the 
drawers again, and carried Jenny’s suitcase, the little recorder case, and her 
own things out to Sister Laura’s car. 

At exactly noon, with permission from Jenny’s mother on file, the two 
Lyceum members signed the card that formally acknowledged the transfer of 
responsibility for Jenny’ care to them. Jenny waved good-bye to the 
residents and staff, and rolled herself out the front door. 

Ashley helped her into the front seat while Sister Laura collapsed the 
wheelchair and put it in the trunk. As the car pulled out of the parking lot of 
the Rapid City Convalescent Center, Jenny glanced back once. Only once. 

“What would you like for lunch?” Sister Laura asked as they drove down 
the street. 

“Something they never have in the nursing home,” Jenny said. 

“What’s that?” Ashley asked. 

“A cheeseburger!” 

Ashley laughed out loud. 

“But not here,” Jenny said. “I don’t want to stop until we’re far from 
Rapid City. And I have to take a pill first, don’t I?” 

“Nope,” Sister Laura said. “I’ve talked to your new doctor, and he wants 
you to drop all your medications. He wants to evaluate you without any drugs 
in your system, and he says none of them are particularly important for just a 
two day trip.” 

They didn’t stop until they came to the little town of Edgemont, South 
Dakota, not far from the Wyoming border. There they found a little cafe that 


made the best cheeseburgers Ashley and Jenny had ever tasted. 
* Oe OK 
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Chapter 10: One-Way Journey to a New Realm 


“Hello again!” the ticket man at the train station in Cheyenne, Wyoming 
said as Ashley stepped up to the counter with Jenny rolling along at her side. 
“Still speaking French?” 

“I have an advanced French class three times a week, and I do some 
interpreting once in a while. Just did some last Friday.” 

“Didn’t you say you were twelve? I thought kids couldn’t take foreign 
languages until high school.” 

“T learned French in Europe, and my classes are college level,” Ashley said 
with complete nonchalance, generally unaware of how different her life had 
become from the average twelve-year-old. 

Jenny looked at her friend with renewed wonder and admiration. 

“Well, I'll be,” he said. “I hope you’ve got your tickets, ‘cause tonight’s 
train is about as full as they come.” 

“Our reservation was called in. A Special Bedroom to Portland.” 

“What was your name?” 

“Ashley Riddle.” 

He tapped at his computer keys. “Yes, here it is. Hasn’t been paid for yet.” 

Ashley handed him the debit card. “Is that near the Lounge Car?” 

“Hmm. Let me see... Nope. Three cars away. But I might be able to 
switch it — there’s one Special Bedroom on each car. And that’s about the 
only thing available on this train. I can get you one car away...?” 

“Td really appreciate it if you would.” 
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“Your meals will be brought right to the room, you know.” 

“Yeah, but we’d like to be able to get to the Lounge Car easily.” 

“But the wheelchair can’t go upstairs...” 

“IT know. She can walk with my help.” 

“Good. Okay, I’ve got you switched. Just enter your card code... thank 
you. Here’s your receipt, and your boarding pass.” 

“Thanks!” Ashley said. 

“Thank you!” Jenny said. 

“You're welcome. Have a nice trip!” 

* 

Ashley and Jenny shared fare-well hugs with Sister Laura, and then found 
their train car. The almost elderly conductor put out a ramp for the 
wheelchair, and as soon as he showed them their little bedroom, Jenny rolled 
up to the window and looked out. 

“My very own window! All the way there?” 

“Sure is,” the conductor said. 

“Tm Sister Ashley Marie, and this is Jenny,” Ashley said, extending her 
hand to the train man. 

“Welcome aboard, Sister, and Jenny,” he said with increased respect. 
“Here’s a dinner menu. A fellow from the dining car will be by to take your 
order as soon as we get going.” 

“Thanks!” 

Jenny waved to Sister Laura through the window until the train started 
moving and the non-resident member headed for her car. “She sure is nice.” 

“Yeah. You have to be to get into Lyceum.” 

“You mean my mom couldn’t get in?” Jenny said with a smirk. 

Ashley laughed. “I have a friend who’s fifteen who’s got some rough edges, 
but she’s working hard on them. Of course there are visitors there all the 
time, and some of them can be really terrible.” 

“Visitors? How many?” 

“Depends on what day. Not too many on weekdays. Saturday gets heavy. 
Sunday is the max with one or two thousand. They come for the big service 
we put on in the Ecumenical Temple, and usually stay for lunch. But they 
can’t go into the Residence Halls or the Hospice Center.” 


Lyceum Challenge 131 


“Good,” Jenny said, and looked out the window. The houses and buildings 
of Cheyenne were rapidly thinning out. “You know, I’ve never been on a train 
before.” 

Ashley could remember saying the same thing less than a year before. 

A young man from the kitchen arrived, and both girls ordered baked 
salmon. While waiting for their dinners, Ashley figured out how everything in 
the room worked, got Jenny out of the wheelchair and into the fold-down seat 
by the window, collapsed the wheelchair, and folded up the table under the 
window in preparation for their meal. The young man soon returned with 
their trays. 

“Thank you!” Ashley said, and handed him a tip from her cash envelope. 

“Thanks!” he said, and smiled. 

The shadows cast by the hills and bluffs became long, and orange sunset 
light kindled the tops of the mountains as the two girls ate their dinners, 
gazed out the window, laughed about the events of the last two days, and 
talked about the future. As Jenny was quite content to look out the window 
that would be hers for the entire trip, Ashley didn’t bother to suggest they go 
to the Lounge Car. She knew it would be crowded at that hour anyway. 

Not long after darkness fell over the Rocky Mountains, Jenny began to 
nod. Ashley folded down her bed, helped her to use the toilet, and said good 
night. 

“Good night, Ashley. You’re the very best friend I’ve ever had. My mom 
may get the profit from my music, but it’s going to be dedicated to you!” 

Ashley smiled. She turned away before Jenny saw the tear that was 
threatening to roll down her face. As soon as Jenny was asleep, she slipped 
out to the Lounge Car, and over a root beer float pondered everything that had 
happened since Friday morning. Most of the things that had happened made 
her smile. Her hours watching Jenny’s mother eat everything in sight almost 
made her cry. 

When the root beer float was empty, she had come to only one definite 
conclusion. She was no longer just a young gymnast from a small town 
looking for a gym. 

* 


The train quickened its pace and began to eat up the miles of the Snake 
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River Valley as the sun peeked over the Rockies behind them and the two girls 
sat in their Special Bedroom eating scrambled eggs and diced ham. As soon 
as Ashley had helped Jenny wash and dress in fresh clothes, they locked the 
door and Ashley kept a strong arm around her frail friend as they ascended 
the steps to the coach above, and then made their way along the narrow aisle 
to the Lounge Car. 

“Fantastic!” Jenny said as soon as she saw the huge windows that even 
curved into the ceiling. They stayed in the Lounge Car right up to lunchtime, 
looking at the scenery go by, reading magazines, sharing goodies from the 
snack bar, and playing video games, at which Jenny had no skill at all and just 
giggled while her characters died. Boise, Idaho, the largest city Jenny had 
ever seen, came and went. 

“Whoopee!” Jenny cried, bouncing up and down in her seat when they 
passed the sign that said Welcome to Oregon. “I never want to go back. I 
never want to leave Oregon.” 

Ashley didn’t share Jenny’s feelings about South Dakota, but she thought 
she could understand them, especially after sharing three meals with her 
mother. She felt sorry for Sister Laura. She had had to share four meals with 
the fat lady. 

“Can I learn things at Lyceum? I haven’t gone to school since I started 
living in the nursing home. Learning things isn’t supposed to be important 
for someone who’s dying, I guess.” 

“Sure you can!” Ashley said, remember the Educational Opportunities 
section in the Hospice Program kit. “You can go to any class you want to, and 
there’s a library full of things, and there’s the Planetarium Theater and the 
Museum, and there are Laboratories where a friend of mine works.” 

“Td like to learn about the stars,” she said. 

“There’s an Astronomy Lab, and lots of telescopes.” 

“Really? Id like to learn where my music comes from.” 

Ashley had to think about that one for a moment. “I’m not sure anyone 
knows. You might have to study religion.” 

“Yuck! Church was totally boring at the nursing home.” 

“Tt’s not like that at Lyceum. You'll see.” 

After eating tuna salad sandwiches in their room, they gazed out their 
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window as Eastern Oregon rolled slowly by, sometimes talking, sometimes 
sitting in silence. Ashley told Jenny all about the Oregon Trail, as they had 
been following its route ever since they got on the train and would continue to 
do so for the remainder of the trip. Jenny was fascinated, and completely in 
awe of all the knowledge that Ashley possessed. 

The ten-year-old was glued to the window when they began to parallel the 
Columbia River. There were speed boats having races at one place, sail boats 
gently tacking this way and that farther down, and thousands and thousands 
of birds floating on the water where it moved slowly. 

“Will the doctors at Lyceum tell me if they find out I’m not dying?” Jenny 
asked out of the blue as they were looking at the dinner menus. 

Ashley was almost shocked by the question. “Of course!” 

“Sometimes I’ve wondered if my mom just paid the doctor to make it all up 
so she’d be rid of me. The only problem is, I can’t figure out where she’d get 
the money to bribe them.” 

Ashley squeezed in the seat beside her friend and wrapped her arms 
around the sad girl. “No one at Lyceum is going to lie to you about anything. 
I promise you that!” 

“Thank you,” Jenny said, looking right into Ashley’s eyes. “I believe you.” 

As the sun slowly lowered itself toward the horizon and the train snaked 
along the banks of the river westward, Sister Ashley Marie Riddle of Lyceum, 
twelve years old, and Jenny, who would have claimed no last name willingly, 
but was at that moment ten years old and had little hope of seeing eleven, 
both ate their teriyaki chicken dinners in silence, both happy in their own 
ways, both wondering what the next weeks and months would bring for them. 

* 

Jenny was reluctant to leave the Special Bedroom for the last time when 
the train finally stopped at the Portland platform. She lovingly touched the 
window that had been just theirs for the entire trip. She felt the material of 
the seats that transformed themselves into beds at night. She washed her 
hands one last time in the tiny sink beside the toilet. 

Ashley had their luggage ready to go out in the corridor, and most of the 
other passengers who were getting off had already done so. When everyone 
else was off, the conductor put out the wheelchair ramp. “Time to go, Sister,” 
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the conductor said, only remembering the title, not either of their names. 

Ashley dug in her purse and found a ten dollar bill. “Come on, Jenny. Our 
conductor is waiting.” 

Jenny reluctantly rolled herself out the door. The conductor carried their 
bags down to the platform while Ashley guided the wheelchair. Then she 
handed the conductor the ten dollar bill. 

“Oh, no, Sister, I couldn’t. Better to put the money toward the people who 
need it,” he said, gesturing toward Jenny, who was looking the other way. 

“Thank you. That’s where it will go,” Ashley said. 

Then she joined Jenny on the platform in the evening light. “Welcome to 
Portland. It’s even bigger than Boise. Let’s go find our ride!” 

They soon ran into Brother Chad, a middle-aged man with curly hair 
whom Ashley recognized but did not know much about. 

“Hello Jenny,” he said, kneeling down to her level. “Did you have a good 
trip?” 

“Yes.” 

“T hear you’re a musician. I am too. In fact, if it’s okay with you, I'll be 
helping you to play and edit and publish your music.” 

“That would be wonderful! As long as I get to see Ashley sometimes too.” 

“T think there will be plenty of time for that... unless you want to work on 
your songs all day and all night!” 

Jenny laughed. 

Brother Chad carried the big suitcase and guided them to a Lyceum van 
parked nearby. They stopped at a garden supply shop on the way out of town, 
and Jenny was like a child in a candy store, smelling all the flowers, touching 
all the paving stones, looking with delight at the painted concrete Elves and 
deer and mushrooms. Brother Chad loaded his purchases and they continued 
their journey. 

Jenny, sitting in the front seat between the two members, was crying and 
smiling all at the same time as they turned into the front entrance to Lyceum 
just as the sky was darkening. Brother Chad did not drive them directly to the 
members’ parking lot, but pulled into the unloading loop in front of the 
Welcome Center. Without exchanging a word, Ashley understood. 

The twelve-year-old member walked beside as Jenny rolled herself 
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through the archway and onto the Main Plaza as fast as she could, still crying 
with tears of joy. The gentle, indirect outdoor lights were on, all the Theme 
Garden walkway lamps, and many of the trees even twinkled with little bulbs. 
Only about thirty people were out strolling. 

“T don’t ever, ever want to leave!” Jenny whispered. 

Then the ten-year-old started asking what all the different buildings were, 
and where all the different paths led, almost faster than her guide could 
answer. As Ashley spoke, she slowly pushed Jenny along. 

Finally, when Ashley thought Jenny had seen enough of the plaza, and she 
was showing signs of curiosity about what was inside the buildings, she 
pushed the wheelchair up the ramp and in through the open doors of the 
Main Lobby. 

Inside, Jenny was again mesmerized, and Ashley told her where all the 
corridors led, and Jenny looked long at the sculpture and fountain in the 
center of the huge room. Eventually they arrived at the Information and 
Assistance counter. 

“Hi, Brother Paul!” Ashley said. 

“Hi, Ashley!” 

“This is Jenny. I just brought her back from Rapid City to be in the 
Hospice Program. Brother Chad has the mission documents and permission 
forms.” 

“He already brought them in, and has taken Jenny’s suitcase to the Center. 
Your pack is in the office, and Brother Kenneth wants you to bring Jenny to 
the Clinic so he can meet her.” 

“Okay. I'll get my pack later.” 

“Nice to meet you, Jenny!” he said. 

They headed down the corridor. 

“This is the Gift Shop, and over there is the Art Gallery,” Ashley explained 
as they passed. “And up here is the Healing Arts Clinic. I think Brother 
Kenneth is going to be your doctor. My friend Liberty says he’s really gentle 
and easy to talk to.” 

“IT hope so. And he won't lie?” 

“Why don’t you ask him, and decide for yourself?” 

Jenny thought about it as they entered the waiting room. 
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“Hello, Jenny. Did you bring Ashley in for a check-up?” Brenda asked with 
a smile. 

Jenny laughed. 

“Actually, after all the restaurant food I’ve eaten this weekend, I might 
need one!” Ashley said. 

Jenny laughed again, even louder, and the sound told all who heard that 
cares and fears were falling from her shoulders. 

Hearing all the laughter, a man stepped out of a back room. He was 
dressed in casual sports clothes and looked like he was about to go to a movie 
or out for an evening snack. He sat down in the chair nearest Jenny. 

“Hello, Jenny. I’m Dr. Kenneth Partlow. I understand you have cancer.” 

“That’s what they told me. Will you tell me the truth?” 

“T certainly will. Will you always tell me the truth about how you feel, in 
your body and in your heart?” 

Jenny was disarmed. She felt an intense and genuine caring coming from 
this man, this doctor. She nodded. 

“Good. I know what your diagnosis is, but were going to start from 
scratch, if that’s okay with you, and make our own diagnosis and decide 
together, you and me, what your treatment should be, if anything.” 

Jenny smiled at the respect she was being shown. 

“As I understand it, you have some music you've been trying to perform on 
your recorder. I already spotted a problem with the medicines you were 
taking as soon as Sister Laura listed them for me on the phone. One of them 
is very good at slowing down cancer, but has the side effect of causing lots of 
fluid in the lungs and so lots of coughing. After we find out for sure what’s 
happening inside you, then you and me can sit down and decide what 
medicines you should take, if any, that will still allow you to do what you want 
to do.” 

“I won't really mind dying, as long as I can play my music first.” 

Brother Kenneth was speechless for a moment. “Jenny... we could all 
learn from your courage. Would you be willing to spend tomorrow morning 
here in the Clinic so that we can do all the tests and take all the samples we 
will need to make our own diagnosis?” 

“Sure. Will you be here, Ashley?” 
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“What’s tomorrow? I’ve lost track!” 

“Tuesday,” the doctor said with a smile. 

“T can eat breakfast with you, but then I have four classes in a row.” 

“Wow! I guess I'll be okay with Doctor Kenneth.” 

“And then I can eat lunch with you, and you can tell me if he’s a good 
doctor or not!” Ashley said with a grin. 

“Okay. I'll see you at eight o’clock tomorrow, Jenny,” he said. 

“Thank you, Doctor Kenneth!” 

“Thank you for your honesty and your courage, Jenny.” 

They said good night to Brenda, and Ashley pushed Jenny on toward the 
Hospice Center. 

* 

The patio lights were low and it was very quiet, save for the sound of 
splashing and trickling water in the fountains. Jenny’s eyes were big but she 
said nothing as Ashley slowly pushed her around the Hospice Center so that 
she could glimpse the little gardens and ponds, the colorful and well-stocked 
arts and crafts rooms, the cozy social rooms, the spacious wheelchair- 
accessible kitchen. 

When they had completed their tour, they noticed a large man backing out 
of one of the rooms on the perimeter of the building. He was carrying a meal 
tray. 

“Good night, Mrs. Watanabe,” he said. 

“Good night, Clyde,” an aged oriental accent said from within. 

He turned and saw the pair coming, and without the slightest surprise or 
discomfort performed a sweeping bow and said, “Good evening, ladies. 
Permit me to set aside this tray, and I’ll meet you in the office.” 

Jenny giggled. “He’s funny!” 

Ashley was glad he had so quickly broken the ice with Jenny. They entered 
the softly-lighted office and he joined them a moment later. They all gathered 
at the same round table that he, Ashley, and Heather had used to plan the 
mission three days before. 

“Do you work here at all hours?” Ashley asked. 

He chuckled. “I’m just here now because I knew you ladies would be 
arriving.” 
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“You have a nice office!” Jenny said. 

“Well, it’s really not mine. Everyone who lives or works here uses it at one 
time or another. It will be your office too.” 

“Really? At the nursing home there was only one place I could go to play 
my songs, and that was outside. I almost froze in the winter.” 

“T can think of a dozen nice inside places you can go here at Lyceum, at any 
hour of the day or night, to play as much as you want. Ashley can help you 
find them. And you can play in your room during the day. I understand 
Brother Chad will be helping you with some of the technical aspects.” 

“Yep. He drove us here from the train station! And Doctor Kenneth is 
going to diagnose me tomorrow morning!” 

“That’s at eight,” Ashley said. “But Ill come by a little before seven and 
take her to breakfast.” 

“Okay. Now I need to tell you about the most important rule here, Jenny.” 

“T don’t mind rules. I’ve had lots of them.” 

“The rule is, if you need something, you have to ask. I don’t mean ‘ask’ as 
in permission, because you can have just about anything you want. I mean 
‘ask’ as in letting us know what you need. We're not a nursing home, and we 
don’t do anything automatically. There’s always someone here to help, but we 
don’t read minds. If you have to get up at a certain time, and you need help 
setting your alarm, you have to ask. If you need help taking a bath or shower, 
you have to ask. If you want to eat a meal at a different place or time than 
everyone else, that’s fine, but...” And he motioned for Jenny to complete the 
sentence. 

“You have to ask!” 

“Right! Is that rule okay with you?” 

“Sure. It sounds fair, too. I don’t read minds either!” 

Brother Clyde laughed. “Well, it’s almost ten o’clock. Would you like to 
pick a room?” 

“T get to pick?” Jenny said, incredulous. 

“Yes. We have twelve empty rooms, but one of them’s a double, and three 
have some special equipment that you don’t need. So really you have only 
eight choices.” He walked over to a computer and tapped at the keys. “T’ll jot 
down the list of rooms and Ashley can help you get settled.” He returned and 
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handed the list to Ashley. 

At that moment a lady in her twenties came into the office. “Am I 
interrupting?” she asked. 

“Not at all — I need to introduce you. Jenny, this is Sister Carolyn. She’s 
one of about ten people who work here. Jenny’s a musician, and she’s going 
to live here.” 

“Hi, Jenny!” 

vit? 

“Sister Carolyn will be here ‘til midnight. I’ve had a long day and want to 
go to bed. Any questions before I turn into a pumpkin?” 

Jenny giggled at his fairytale allusion. As no questions were forthcoming, 
he rose, bowed, and exited with a flourish. 

Sister Carolyn sat down at the computer. “Let me know if you need 
anything, girls.” 

“Okay,” Ashley said, and proceeded to push Jenny out into the patio. She 
looked at her list. All the rooms had the names of trees. “Hmm. This one’s 
free. It’s called Rowan.” 

“Are there any that are, you know, a little ways away from other people?” 

“Let me see...” Ashley looked at the list and then looked around the 
courtyard. “How about Juniper. It’s over here between these doors that lead 
outside and this supply room. That way no one can be right next to you. 
Would you like that?” 

As they approached, Jenny looked up at the sign on the door. It was a 
carved and stained wooden plaque that had the name and the image of the 
tree. 

“Juniper,” she said almost to herself. “It’s a pretty name.” 

Ashley pushed the door open and touched the light switch. 

“Wow!” Jenny breathed, rolling herself in. She at first completely ignored 
everything else and went right to the back wall of the room that was 
completely glass. “At the nursing home the window was too high and I 
couldn’t look out of it,” she said, gazing at the trees and ferns just outside that 
were illuminated slightly by a nearby pathway light. 

Then she turned and began to explore the room. First she saw the little 
couch and matching upholstered chairs, with a coffee table between. “It’s like 
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a tiny living room!” She rolled over to the bed and touched it. “Just like in a 
real house — no stupid cranks or railings!” Then she saw the kitchenette with 
it’s small sink, refrigerator, and stove, all placed low for wheelchair access. “I 
can make snacks and invite you over!” 

She looked in the closet and felt the wood grain of the book shelves. She 
touched the smooth top of the little desk and peeked in the drawers. She 
opened a door and discovered with surprise that she had her own toilet and 
sink and bathtub, all with plenty of grab bars to hold onto. She tried the light 
switches and found that they could be as bright or as dim as she wanted. 

“Well, do you like it?” Ashley said, nearly bursting with happiness for her 
friend. 

“T sure do!” 

“Do you want to look at any others?” 

“Nope!” 

“Tl go get your suitcase. It’s in the office.” 

Ashley was back a minute later. Remembering what Brother Clyde had 
said, she helped Jenny get ready for bed only to the extent that Jenny asked 
her to. After Jenny crawled into bed, they said good night to each other, and 
Ashley was about to step out the door when she heard her friend’s drowsy 
voice. 

“Ashley, would you set my alarm clock?” 


* Ok OK 
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Chapter 11: A Momentous Summer Draws to a Close 


Ashley slept fitfully after the intense activity of the weekend, but went to 
her Exercise class early and stayed late to try and make up for her lost days of 
training. 

Jenny was wide-eyed and full of curiosity as Ashley pushed her to the 
Dining Hall for breakfast on her first full day at Lyceum. Even though Ashley 
couldn’t introduce Jenny to everyone, as she herself only knew a fraction of 
the members’ names, she wanted Jenny to feel that she could make new 
friends. To that end, Ashley selected several persons to introduce to Jenny. 
Shawn and the quiet twelve-year-old boy named Brian were among them. 

Jenny had never before experienced such warmth and respect as she found 
all around her that morning. She was reduced to giggling embarrassment 
when she told Ashley she had just accepted a lunch date with Brian for that 
day, and one on Thursday with Shawn. 

After Jenny’s first family-style breakfast in years, Ashley delivered her to 
the Healing Arts Clinic, and after hugs and well-wishes, headed for her 
classes. 

* 

As Ashley’s G.E.D. preparation class neared its end and the noon hour 
approached, she felt an intense need for a break from people. She knew she 
had to fill out some forms detailing her expenses during the weekend, so she 
dashed to the kitchen, made herself a salad, and walked quickly to the office. 
There, after a little help getting started, she worked alone at a computer for 
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the entire hour while munching on her vegetables. It was just what she 
needed. She got all her reports done, felt refreshed, and was very happy to 
learn that the balance in her cash envelope and debit card account correlated 
with her reports. 

She went to the gym nearly an hour early, warmed up, and by the time 
Tabitha and Karen arrived, was well into her routines. By dinner time she felt 
she could again face Jenny and others, knowing that her own life was back in 
order. 

At dinner, Jenny was happier than Ashley had ever seen her... except 
perhaps when playing her music. 

“Brian said he’d eat with me a couple of times a week, maybe more, and I 
met a nice lady who said she’d take me on walks, and there’s a lady in the 
Hospice building, the one who paints, who said she eats dinner in the garden 
right there in the building and I could join her any time I wanted!” Jenny 
explained as Ashley passed platters of food and served herself and Jenny. 

“Neat! Starting next week I'll only be here for dinner on Wednesdays 
‘cause I'll have a gymnastics class to coach.” 

“That’s okay. All the doctors were really nice, but they had me do a million 
things! There was a doctor who twisted me and made my bones crackle, and 
there was a lady who had me smell different jars, and there was a lady who 
took samples of everything, and Doctor Kenneth poked at me and had me tell 
him what it felt like. ’'m supposed to go there again on Friday.” 

“Wow! That’s even more than they did to me!” 

“And then Brian showed me where the Audio Production place was, and 
the curly-haired man was there just like he said he would be, and he showed 
me all around, and let me try different instruments, and then his computers 
took the little tunes I played and changed them around lots of different ways. 
He said he’s going to make a recorder that I don’t have to blow into that’s 
hooked right to his computers!” 

“Hey! That way you won’t get tired and start coughing!” 

“Yeah, and he said he’s really looking forward to hearing my song!” 

“What are you going to call it?” 

Jenny was silent for a long time. “Gosh. I don’t know. It wouldn’t be 
much of a song if it didn’t have a name, would it?” 
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“You've got plenty of time to think about it.” 

Jenny’s mood became more solemn. “Doctor Kenneth said he’d tell me on 
Friday how long he thinks I'll live. He said the herb lady has some things I 
can take that are almost as good as the pills I used to take, but wouldn’t make 
me cough. And he said my hair would start getting thicker. That'll be so nice! 
I don’t want to be ugly when I die.” 

Ashley could understand. What she couldn’t understand was where the 
courage came from that allowed a ten-year-old girl to think about her own 
upcoming death so calmly. Ashley knew Jenny looked up to her in almost 
every way imaginable, but she wished she could somehow tell Jenny how 
much she, Ashley Riddle, was learning from her younger friend. 

* 

“Our tests show that you do have cancer, Jenny. Based on the size of your 
tumors, the longest anyone has lived with your type and stage of cancer is 
eleven months. But that was a large, hale man using every drug possible. My 
best guess is that if you take cancer-retarding drugs, you will see next spring. 
But you will lose most of your hair, and you will be coughing almost 
constantly toward the end. If you use a few less-effective drugs and some 
herbal combinations, you can avoid those undesirable side-effects, and my 
best guess is that you will die sometime during this winter. Those are only 
guesses. No one has the power to know for sure when you will die.” 

Jenny was looking at the floor in the middle of the circle of people who 
were assembled that Friday. Ashley sat close beside Jenny on one side, 
holding her hand, and Brian sat close beside her on the other side. Sister 
Heather was there, and Brother Clyde from the Hospice Center, and Brother 
Chad from Audio Productions. Also, Sister Marscha the Herbalist was there 
and one other doctor. Jenny started crying. 

Everyone sat respectfully, most gazing at the floor, powerless to provide 
more than superficial comfort to the dying girl. After a few minutes she 
stopped crying, wiped her tears onto her sleeve, and looked at Brother Chad. 
He sensed what she needed to know. 

“Jenny, I think I can get your instrument finished within a few days, and 
then it will take you a few more days to get used to it. I believe the primary 
recording of the different voices will go very quickly, as long as you remember 
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them clearly...?” 

“Yes,” she said in a whisper. 

“T think we'll have all the voices in the computer in two or three weeks, a 
month at the most.” 

Jenny brightened considerably. 

“But then we will begin the task of putting them together into one 
symphony, and I’m sure there will be plenty of timing problems to work out, 
possibly some key or mode shifts. I think that will take us another month, 
maybe as much as two.” 

Jenny’s temporary elation faded. It was early fall. She had two or three 
months of work to do before she could hear her music... and let other people 
hear it. She would die sometime during the winter unless she used the drugs 
that would make her hair fall out. She glanced to her side, and Brian smiled 
at her. She didn’t want to lose her hair. The most important thing was 
finishing her music, but almost as important was keeping her hair. Then she 
realized that the herb lady was talking. 

“and I can think of several things we can try during that time to improve 
Jenny’s quality and possibly length of life, including several herbs that have 
only been recognized recently as having an effect upon cancerous tumors, 
several dietary improvements over the nursing home fare she was receiving, 
and even some hydrotherapy options. I wouldn’t be surprised if we succeed in 
giving Jenny a little more time without introducing any side effects.” 

“We can try anything that is reasonable and is okay with Jenny,” Brother 
Kenneth said, “and monitor the growth of her tumors.” 

Suddenly Jenny knew what her decision was. “I'll work as fast as I can on 
my music, even at night if I have to, but I don’t want to be ugly when I die. I 
want to grow my hair back.” 

After a moment of respectful silence, Brother Kenneth said, “We will work 
with that as our guiding policy unless Jenny changes it. Brother Chad, if other 
responsibilities of yours become a limiting factor, I suggest you arrange to 
have those responsibilities transferred to others.” 

“T will,” he said. “But you have to understand, Jenny, that creative work 
cannot often be hurried. You might find that even if you tried working on 
your music late at night, you wouldn’t have the clarity and the insights 
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necessary to make any progress. But we'll certainly make it our first priority 
and move along as fast as we can.” 

“Thank you,” was all Jenny could think of to say. 

* 

September began with a promise of continued fair weather, although the 
morning dews were heavier and a few of the deciduous trees had begun to 
change color. For two weeks Liberty had been going to the Small Animal Barn 
to check on Penny the ewe, sometimes when she knew Jason would be there, 
and sometimes when she knew he had classes or work elsewhere. She was 
really getting to like the place, and was starting to get a feel for the care that 
the other animals who lived there needed, especially the llamas, deer, and 
tortoises. The ducks and geese she would leave to others. 

Liberty had sunk her teeth into every aspect of her class and work 
schedule. She was now progressing through the BEGINNER-4 program in the 
flight simulator, and had personally wound two layers of wire onto the 
armature of the generator that her Helicopter Maintenance class was 
rebuilding. Sister Erica had watched with an eagle eye, and had pronounced 
the layers of wire perfect. 

All during August she had reserved spaces on her calendar for the 
Aeronautics and Navigation classes she would be able to start in September. 
The day finally arrived. 

In her Aeronautics class she received another textbook, and looked 
forward to working her way through it at about twice the rate of most of the 
other students. At first she thought the day’s lecture on bird’s wings was a 
little silly, but by the end of the hour, she had a whole new respect for the 
feathered bipeds and a humble understanding of why the human race had so 
far been unable to duplicate them, from the simple designs of the late Middle 
Ages to more recent computer-controlled attempts. 

Her Navigation class met that week in the Planetarium, where a sky full of 
stars was projected and each student worked with a hand-held planisphere to 
locate constellations and individual stars. It seemed easy at first, but then the 
teacher would shift the entire sky sixty or ninety degrees and ask everyone to 
find their target again within ten seconds, or he would cause a jagged cloud to 
drift across the sky as the students moaned and groaned, trying to pin down 
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reference stars even as they disappeared from sight. 

But probably Liberty’s favorite times were her evening swims, when she 
would stretch her sleek and attractive body out in the water and make it glide 
gracefully along. She usually ended with a relaxing dip in the hot pool, where 
she could laugh and talk with other members about funny or frustrating 
things that had happened to them that day. She knew she could have any one 
of ten or twenty different men for lovers who obviously appreciated her 
youthful body. But she wasn’t in a hurry, and she wanted to choose 
carefully... and the boy in the Small Animal Barn was at the top of her list. 

* 

By that first Monday in September, Ashley had made up her lost training 
time and was feeling very good about her emerging elite skills. She didn’t 
think she would ever bring home medals for her vaulting, but in the other 
three events the sky was still the limit. 

Her only problem was when to eat dinner. 

On Mondays and Fridays, she would have three hours of her own 
gymnastics in the afternoon, then the beginning class she would be coaching, 
then French, and finally Ballet, it all ending at nine p.m. Tuesday and 
Thursdays weren’t so bad as she had no French, and on Wednesdays there 
was no Beginning Gymnastics to coach. 

Luckily Sister Shannon had looked at Ashley’s schedule on the computer 
and was aware of the problem. As soon as the three elite girls finished their 
conditioning at 4:55 that first Monday, the lady coach brought a plate out of 
the gym refrigerator that held a wrapped sandwich, cup of yogurt, and carton 
of juice, and thrust it at Ashley. “Gobble this. Your class is arriving.” 

“Thanks!” Ashley said, well aware of the danger of not bringing up her 
blood sugar right after conditioning and getting some protein soon after that. 

Ashley had a bit of a shock when her class had finally assembled. She had 
been working alongside experienced gymnasts for so many years that she had 
forgotten what it was like to be completely new. The class was an intensive, 
four-meeting a week training program that was for serious students only, but 
it was still Beginning Gymnastics, and the full implications of that fact 
confronted Ashley in the form of five young girls in street clothes, sitting on 
the bench in front of her. One was slouching and one had a severe case of 
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banana-back. A third looked like she couldn’t crack a smile if her life 
depended on it. Ashley was also aware of several parents watching from the 
spectator’s area. 

One of the girls looked six, three looked seven, and one looked eight. 
Ashley was glad they were young. She had seen so many girls try to start at 
ten or twelve. With very rare exceptions, they never got anywhere. She was 
also glad to see that none of her students were over-weight. She could see 
Sister Shannon doing things inconspicuously nearby. Ashley knew she would 
be available whenever needed, but it was primarily Ashley’s class. 

Ashley looked at her students again. They looked scared. That fear had to 
go. This had to become their second home. Ashley sat down on a nearby 
folded mat. “Hi! I’m Sister Ashley. What are your names?” 

They sat in timid silence. 

“Okay, we'll play a game. I’ve got a pile of stuff in the office for you. If I 
get a name, you get a gym bag. If I get a smile, you get a leotard. If you tell 
me your favorite food, you get a pair of sockies!” 

Three of the girls immediately grinned. 

“Okay, there’s three leotards.” 

“I’m Brandy. I like ice cream.” 

“Brandy, you are now equipped for the class!” 

“Amanda. Peanut butter.” 

Soon, realizing nothing was going to happen otherwise, they all gave 
names, smiles, and favorite foods. Two of the smiles were a little forced, but 
they would have to do. 

“Okay. Which of you wants to be a gymnast?” 

Five hands went up. 

“Which of you wants to someday be an excellent gymnast and go to meets 
and exhibitions?” 

Five hands. 

“Which of you have changed clothes in a locker room before?” 

One hand. 

“Okay, we'll start there. Follow me!” 

Ashley grabbed the box of supplies out of the office and led her little troop 
into the locker room. She showed them how to program their locks, and then 
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passed out the equipment. While they worked up the courage to undress in 
front of each other, she spoke. 

“A gymnast in training always arrives at the gym several minutes early, 
and is in her leotard and other gear by class time.” All the things she told 
them she remembered from her own training, with additions from her own 
experience. “A gymnast is proud of her strong and graceful body. You’re 
going to feel naked in your leotards anyway, so you might as well get used to 
it. The ancient Greeks did all their gymnastics naked, even when performing 
in public.” 

Talking openly about nakedness seemed to break the ice. They were soon 
all undressed and trying to get into their leotards. One got hers on backwards, 
but just giggled and tried again. 

When they returned to the gym, Ashley noticed that Sister Shannon was 
talking to the parents, reminding them of their responsibilities in support of 
their daughters’ training. As they were walking by the spectator’s area, Ashley 
choose to emphasize a couple of points that parents sometimes missed. She 
turned to the girls, who were all feeling naked and trying to stretch their 
leotards to make them cover more than they would. 

“What does a gymnast have in her stomach when she arrives for class?” 

“Very little!” they repeated together. 

“Right! How many leotards does a gymnast bring to class?” 

“Two!” they said. 

As she and Sister Shannon had planned, Ashley took part of that first hour 
to get them familiar with the gym and its equipment, having them all touch 
and feel the four apparatus and learn their proper names. Then she did some 
basic work with them on posture as they all lay flat on a mat. The slouch 
would be easy to correct, but she knew the banana-back would take longer. 
She had each stand in front of a mirror while she worked with their shoulders 
or hips. 

“There!” Ashley said as each one finally achieved a graceful stance. “That’s 
what you have to learn to do!” 

Two of them had never seen themselves looking so good, and grinned with 
delight. 

Ashley ended the class with a little speech. “I can tell you’re not used to 
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someone else touching your bodies. But that’s what a gymnastics coach has to 
do. I’m in here three hours a day, five days a week, and my coach is a man 
who has to touch me every day. And at least once a week, when I’m trying 
something new, I have to trust him to spot me and keep me from hurting 
myself, maybe even killing myself. That’s what gymnastics is all about. See 
you tomorrow, in your leotards.” 

The parents obviously had questions for Ashley, but Sister Shannon 
rescued her. “Coach Ashley will be available for questions after class on 
Tuesdays and Thursdays. Today and Friday she has another class she has to 
run off to.” 

Ashley flashed her senior a smile of gratitude and dashed for the locker 
room, slapping hands with Karen and Tabitha who were arriving to coach the 
intermediate class. 

* 

In contrast to her perpetual comfort in the gym, Ashley felt quite lost in 
her first Depth History class. 

“The final Islamic advance into Hindustan was led by the Timured Babar, 
a descendant of Genghis Khan and Timur, who had been master of Kabul 
since 1504. Using artillery and conquering Agra, he decisively defeated Sultan 
Ibrahim Lodi of Delhi in the 1526 Battle of Panipat...” 

She tried to locate the place names on her map, but by the time she did, 
the teacher was much further along. 

“... Humayun attempted to preserve his father’s empire. However, he was 
defeated in 1539 at Chaunsa and in 1540 at Kanauj by the Afghan usurper 
Sher-Shah, who established an interim empire of short duration.” 

The names were beginning to all sound the same. 

“The second conquest of India was led by the thirteen-year-old Akbar, the 
greatest of the Mogul emperors. Hindu rebels were defeated by the regent 
Bayram Han in the second Battle of Panipat in 1556...” 

Ashley arrived at the end of the hour a bundle of nerves and sweat, 
wondering whether or not to cry. But as soon as others began to leave, the 
teacher sat down across from her. 

“You look fried.” 

She nodded, her eyes already moist. 
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“You know, Lyceum classes aren’t like regular college classes, where you 
either have to learn at a certain speed or flunk. Brother Keith eats this stuff 
up, and already has sixteen credits in Depth History. Brother Caleb has been 
in the class for two years, and doesn’t have a single credit. He just loves to sit 
back and listen to me talk. You can choose the level that’s right for you. My 
suggestion is that you just listen for a month or two, follow a little on the maps 
when you can, read up when something interests you. Maybe in a year you'll 
find you’re ready for a unit exam and some credit. If not, no problem.” 

Ashley breathed a sigh of relief. She tried her teacher’s suggestion the 
following week and was much happier. Also, to her surprise, she found she 
quickly became better able to find the place names on the maps. She also 
found that after once hearing the name of an old kingdom or city and seeing it 
on the historical maps, she could always recall when and where it had existed. 
And increasingly, as time passed, the historical vignettes they were studying 
did interest her and she did read more about them in the large array of 
supplemental history books available in the classroom and in the library. 

* 

Shawn and Brother Jacob had gotten into the habit of spending time 
together every Friday morning right after Shawn finished Choir practice. 
They had so far met outside, taking along a light snack and finding themselves 
a quiet garden. 

“Anything new this week?” Jacob asked, as he usually did. 

“No new classes or work or anything like that. Liberty and Ashley started 
some new classes this week, but my Physics class only accepts new people 
quarterly, so I have to wait until October. Oh, but Sister Rachael wants me to 
free up a weekend to go with her and Sarah to a bunch of galleries in eastern 
Oregon.” 

“Are you looking forward to that?” 

“Yes. I don’t like missing the inspirational service, but I guess the choir 
will survive without me once in awhile. And I'll get to see lots of new places.” 

“Does your Aerobics class seem to be building up your breath for singing, 
as you were hoping?” 

“T think so. I want to start doing a little jogging too. I went out on the 
fitness trail once this week, and I want to start doing it two or three times a 
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week.” 

“T could stand to do a bit of that now and then myself. Feel free to drag me 
along.” 

“Okay!” 

“Last week you were feeling a little short in the friendship department. 
Any improvements?” 

“Just in attitude. I’ve pretty much let go of my earlier thoughts about 
Liberty. But sometimes I still have to find some extra prayer time after 
running into her.” 

“My friend, that’s true for a fairly large number of males here at Lyceum, 
and I’m sure that has happened everywhere she’s been. But please remember: 
that doesn’t make her a bad person, and it causes her a corresponding 
problem.” 

“What’s that?” 

“Any male companionship she ever attempts to find has a high probability 
of being shallow and short-lived precisely because so many men appreciate 
her body... to the exclusion of all else.” 

“IT see what you mean.” 

“It’s also a good example of how Deity has so arranged the universe that 
every virtue is also a vice, and every vice holds a hidden virtue. You know her 
well enough to know that she is, in addition to being beautiful, a very deep 
and vastly intelligent person.” 

“Yes, she is,” Shawn said thoughtfully. 

There was a long silence as they nibbled on cheese sticks and crackers. 

“I was wondering...” Shawn began, “I mostly took Greek so I could 
understand the Bible better. Can I do a residency in Greece when I get fluent, 
or do I have to learn a different language to do one?” 

“Sure you can. We have a mission support office in Athens, and I believe it 
will soon be upgraded to a campus planning office. Now if you had taken 
Latin, you would have a problem!” 

Shawn laughed. 

“And Greece is an excellent place to study Christianity, both contemporary 
and its ancient roots. And it is a rich land of beautiful and gentle people, with 
a very civilized European feel to it. You'll like it there, I warrant.” 
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“T’m looking forward to it, after hearing your impressions.” 

“Let me see... what else are you doing that’s been challenging... we talked 
about Lab Procedures last week. That still coming together for you?” 

“Yes. We learned how to use the radiation scanners this week. I couldn’t 
believe how much energy there was all around us, and that doesn’t count the 
ultimatonic energies, which I can’t wait to learn about in Physics. From what 
I hear, a lot of scientists are thinking we finally found the power lines directly 
from Heaven.” 

“Very interesting, aren’t they? Timeless, weightless, positionless, and yet 
they seem to be conveying vast amounts of energy through space.” 

“You've studied them?” 

“Just a little. We'll compare notes after you start physics. Let me see... oh, 
yes, how are you faring in the Children’s Program?” 

“It was scary at first. I grew up an only child. But I think I’m getting the 
hang of it.” 

“You have six to eight-year-olds, don’t you?” 

“Right. Boy, do they have a lot of energy! And some of them are really 
smart. I usually do the science experiment part of the shift, and sometimes 
they ask questions I can’t answer.” 

“Children are like that, my friend. In fact, that’s one of the reasons we 
have children, as best I can figure it. And after you have master’s and doctoral 
degrees, children will still be asking you embarrassing questions. Get used to 
Ike 

Shawn smiled. 

“Are you finding enough time for your own personal worship and prayer?” 

“Oh, yes. That comes before eating and sleeping for me.” 

“Good. Anything bothering you or stressing you that we haven’t talked 
about? 

“Well, just that I realized it’s time for me to make a certain decision. Every 
time I go into my computer files, I notice that it still says ‘undecided’ for my 
mentor. I haven’t decided until now because, when I first met you...” Shawn 
fell silent. 

“T can handle it. Part of being a Lyceum member is being able to take 
criticism.” 
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“It was just... your beard. No one in my church, I mean my mom and dad’s 
church, had beards. They were like... considered evil or something.” 

“An interesting lesson in the nature of Good and Evil.” 

“Yes. And now I see how silly that kind of thinking is, and how much I like 
talking to you and how much I trust you. I'd like you to be my mentor, 
Brother Jacob.” 

Brother Jacob was silent for awhile. Shawn never knew how much that 
moment meant to the aging member until he himself began years later to be a 
mentor to others. 

“IT am honored by your request, Brother Shawn,” Jacob finally said. “I 
accept, and hope that I can remain worthy of that honor.” 


* Ok OK 
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Chapter 12: Seventeen Million People 


September turned rainy and cold. Everyone who could do so brought their 
activities inside and all were hoping for a long Indian Summer so that 
interrupted outdoor projects could be finished before winter set in for good. 
Some years Indian Summer came to the Pacific Northwest, giving pleasant fall 
weather deep into November. Other years it just started raining as early as 
August and didn’t stop, seemingly, until the following summer. 

During that summer, Ashley’s work shift in the Children’s Program had 
consisted of helping another member with a roomful of bouncing six, seven, 
and eight-year-olds. Now that summer was over, two classes had been 
combined, and they usually had just a tiny group of kids who ranged all the 
way from babies to eight years of age. Some days there were as few as three or 
four young people present, and on those days Ashley and the other member 
would divide up the shift, the other making herself useful elsewhere. 

On one particular Thursday in the latter half of September, Ashley was 
cleaning and organizing the supply cabinet in the classroom while the other 
member took the group of four children to the Planetarium Theater. The 
sound of her pager brought her head out of a box full of toys. She hurried over 
to where her purse sat on a shelf and pulled the little device out. 

“Hi. This is Ashley.” 

“Ashley, this is Helen. You have a phone call. It’s not video. Want to take 
it on your pager?” 

“For me? Sure!” She waited while Helen made the connection. 


Lyceum Challenge 155 


“Hi Ashley!” a familiar voice said. 

“Tim! Did you get the cookies I sent?” 

“Yep! Some of them broke in the mail, but they were delicious! Thanks!” 

“T don’t get into cooking very often, but you'll get half whenever I do!” 

“Hey, I just found out my dance company will be in Seattle this weekend 
for a dance competition! We were a stand-by, but then some other company 
chickened out and so we get to go! Any chance you could meet me there? I 
have a grandmother there I can say I’m staying with, but she doesn’t care 
what I do.” 

Ashley was speechless with excitement, a number of fantasies running 
through her mind. 

“Are you there?” he asked after a moment. 

“Yeah! I’m just... dancing on my toes! If there is any way in the world for 
me to get there, I will. Give me the address... uh huh... okay... got it. Three 
o’clock on Saturday.” 

“T have to go — I’m on a pay phone at the dance studio, and there are two 
people waiting to use it. I hope you can come!” 

“Tl try my hardest!” 

“T love you!” 

“I love you too, Tim! Bye! 

Ashley stood there for a minute, lost in thought, a smile on her face. Then 
she realized the contents of the supply cabinet was still spread out all over the 
room. First things first, Ashley. 

She hurried, and by 11:45 had the cabinet in shape, just in time for the 
children to return from the Planetarium. Two kids were picked up by their 
parents, and a new one arrived. Ashley and the other member greeted the 
afternoon staff and introduced them to the kids. 

As soon as the clock display changed to exactly 12:00, Ashley dashed to the 
office, glad her chore was after lunch that day. 

“How do I request a little time off to go see a friend?” 

“Tll show you,” Helen said. “That must be a special young man!” 

“Yeah. He’s really sweet. He’s going to be dancing in Seattle on Saturday.” 

“Well, let’s take a look at your schedule. The most important thing is to 
cover your responsibilities.” 
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Ashley sat down at a computer and displayed her schedule for that 
weekend. 

“Well, Ashley, unless you want to stay late on Sunday, you don’t have any 
responsibilities to cover. And there’s a train that'll get you back here by the 
time your kitchen shift starts.” 

“Wow! You mean, I can just go?” 

“Sure you can. Do you have the funds? I’d be glad to lend you some...” 

“Thanks, but I have enough from tips I’ve been making.” 

“Okay. All you have to do is mark all that time as Off-Campus/Personal 
Business, and no one will accidentally schedule you for something else. See 
how easy?” 

“Yeah!” she said, grinning from ear to ear. 

“But there is one more thing you can do that might save you some money. 
If you wouldn’t mind doing some shopping or other chore along the way, you 
can put your schedule on the list you'll get by pressing function key seven...” 

Ashley pressed the indicated key. 

“and then if someone needs something done, you'll get your 
transportation costs paid for one way, sometimes both ways.” 

“But I can’t carry much...” Ashley said as she filled in her plans on the list. 

“Everyone will know that when you put ‘bus’ or ‘train’ or whatever in the 
column labeled Mode.” 

“It’s worth a try, I guess. Is that all I have to do?” 

“Yep. Except make your plans and go see your friend!” 

“Thanks, Helen!” 

“You're welcome. I was young and in love once, too, you know!” 

Ashley blushed. 

* 

For the next day and a half, Ashley made her plans when she didn’t have 
classes or coaching work, and sometimes even found herself thinking about 
Tim at odd moments in the gym. She would take the early van Saturday 
morning to Portland. A high-speed commuter train would leave Portland at 
eleven o’clock, and she planned to be on it. That would give her two hours to 
figure out Seattle and get to the Coliseum. Another train would bring her 
back to Portland on Sunday, and she could get the three o’clock van to 
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Lyceum. Everything would be perfect. She was excited. 

As her Interpretive Dance class was wrapping up on Friday evening, 
Ashley was wondering if she was going to be able to sleep that night. Maybe 
she would take Liberty’s advice and go for a dip in the hot pool. But not until 
she stopped by the Healing Arts Clinic to talk to someone about... protection. 

She was just finishing getting dressed in the locker room when her pager 
sounded. 

“Ashley, this is Brother Timoteo. I have to leave for New York in a few 
minutes, and I need a courier to take some U.N. documents to Seattle and I 
noticed you were going that way. Are you willing to go a little early?” 

“Um, sure, I guess so...” 

“Please meet me in the office.” 

He sounded like he was in a hurry, so she hurried. She couldn’t remember 
seeing him on the campus since evaluation week. A minute later she stepped 
into the Main Office. Only two people were there, Brother Timoteo and a late 
middle-aged golden-haired lady whose name Ashley couldn’t remember. 

“Ashley, I’ve heard you’re good on missions that require quick action. Can 
you also memorize some basic information?” 

“Um... yes. Everyone tells me I have a good memory.” 

“Good. Have a seat. This is a United Nations courier mission. You have 
the proper clearance, and you will be under the auspices of the Secretary 
General. Unlike your previous missions, which were educational or effected 
only one person, this mission potentially effects seventeen million people. 
Not fulfilling this mission properly could have adverse effects for those 
seventeen million people. Are you okay so far?” 

All thought about saving a few dollars on her train fare was gone from 
Ashley’s mind. She focused on Brother Timoteo’s words, just like she could 
focus on a gymnastics routine she was about to execute. “Yes.” 

“This microfiche has serial number 14437.46,” he said, holding it up to the 
light. “I am now copying that number onto your mission document. Please 
verify it.” 

Ashley looked at both. “Okay.” 

“The microfiche fits into this courier bracelet. As you can see, the bracelet 
has the U.N. symbol engraved on it, and another serial number. I am also 
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copying that number to the mission document.” 

Ashley verified the second number. 

“Any misuse of this bracelet is a violation of International Law. Once 
placed on your arm, two codes are required to remove it. One will be your 
code. The other is known only to your contact in Seattle. His name is Andrei 
Kan. He will meet you at 300 Jackson Street at six a.m. tomorrow morning. 
It’s right near the train station — easy to find. You may NOT write down that 
name and address or tell them to anyone not involved in this mission. Are 
you able to remember them?” 

Ashley took a deep breath. “Andrei Kan. 300 Jackson Street, Seattle. Six 
a.m. Saturday.” 

“Good. He will have a United Nations Diplomatic I.D. Check it before 
entering your release code. Name and address?” 

“Andrei Kan. 300 Jackson Street. But how will I get there?” 

“Sister Ruth will take care of all those details. I have to run. Do you accept 
this mission of your own free will?” 

Ashley couldn’t think of any reason not to. “Yes.” 

“Sign the mission document, and enter your code into the bracelet.” 

Ashley signed. Her hand was shaking a little. Then she tapped her 
favorite number into the tiny keypad on the bracelet. Brother Timoteo placed 
it on her left wrist, and clicked it closed. 

“Name and address?” he said one last time. 

“Andrei Kan, 300 Jackson Street.” 

“Good. I’m out of here. Take care kid.” He kissed her on the forehead and 
dashed out the door. 

Ashley looked at the courier bracelet, hoping she hadn’t just made a big 
mistake. 

“He was in a hurry,” Sister Ruth said, “but he wanted to be sure he could 
trust you to pull through. Now we can do the rest in a more relaxed fashion. 
Do you have any other responsibilities this evening?” 

“T just need to stop by the Clinic.” 

“Do that before they close. Remember, that name and address is between 
you, me, Brother Timoteo, and your Seattle contact.” 

“Andrei Kan, 300 Jackson Street,” she said, smiled, and headed out the 
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door. 
* 

“Hi, Ashley!” Brenda said as soon as she stepped into the Clinic. “Hey, I 
like the jewelry! Making some use of that U.N. clearance of yours?” 

Ashley looked at her arm, and realized the courier bracelet stuck out like a 
sore thumb. 

“What can I help you with?” 

“Tm going to be meeting Tim in Seattle, and... this is kind of 
embarrassing...” 

“And youre not quite ready to start your family yet?” 

“Um... yeah.” 

“IT can relate. Wait here.” 

Brenda returned a minute later with a plastic strip of four pills. “Take one 
of these before intercourse. Each one’s good for twelve hours.” 

“Thanks, Brenda. I’m not even sure anything will happen...” 

“This way youre prepared.” 

“Uh huh. Thanks!” 

* 

“Okay,” Sister Ruth said when Ashley returned. “Name and address?” 

“Um... Andrei Kan, 300... Jackson Street.” 

“Now youre starting to transfer it to long-term memory! Here’s a debit 
card and two hundred cash. You can use the card for both bus and train. The 
cash will get you meals and help with any emergencies. Bring back what you 
don’t need, of course. I will take you to Portland at one o’clock. That’s only 
four hours from now. Your bus leaves at 1:30, and it’s a local that stops at 
every little town, and gets you to Seattle at 5:30. Then all you have to do is 
walk these three blocks.” 

Ashley followed Sister Ruth’s finger on the map. 

“After meeting your contact, you're free. You can keep to your original 
schedule on your return trip if it still fits your plans.” 

“What if the bus breaks down, and I’m late?” 

“Call me, and we'll arrange an alternate time and place for the contact if 
possible. Now, I realize this will be your first mission in unfamiliar territory 
with no other members around. Some points to remember. Take only your 
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Lyceum I.D. book and your new state I.D. card, the one with Lyceum’s 
address on it. Don’t have any old I.D. with you. Lyceum is in a much better 
position to assist you in any tight spot than your parents back in South 
Dakota. In an emergency, contact us if possible. If not possible, or you need 
immediate assistance, tell any law enforcement officer that you are an agent of 
the United Nations. By law they have to help you in every possible way. But 
be patient with them, as it isn’t something they’re used to, and they'll probably 
have to get instructions from higher up. Questions?” 

“Aren't there non-resident members in Seattle, like the ones that gave 
Shawn rides across the country?” 

“Yes. And in several towns along the way. You're just minutes away from 
any help you need, and all of Lyceum’s resources, which are far greater than 
you yet know about, can be brought to bear on any problem you can’t solve 
yourself. Lyceum will never leave you stranded, but we expect you to first use 
your own brains and the resources you have with you to try and solve any 
problem that arises.” 

“T understand.” 

“Wear long sleeves while you have the courier bracelet on. Travel as 
lightly as you can. Avoid dangers and delays. Don’t be flashy with your 
money or debit card.” 

“That all makes sense.” 

“Good. Name and address?” 

“Andy, no Andrei... Kan. 300 Jackson Street.” 

“Very good. Now go get some sleep. Meet me in the Dining Hall at 12:45.” 

Ashley never knew whether the microfiche contained real United Nations 
documents, important to seventeen million people, or whether she was just 
being tested and trained. The question entered her mind, but she was pretty 
sure there was no way she could obtain an answer. 

* 

Ashley, with her heavy coat over one arm and her little travel pack on her 
back, staggered into the empty and dimly lit Dining Hall at the agreed upon 
time. She found Sister Ruth in the kitchen sipping a cup of tea. 

“Coffee or tea?” the older member offered. 

“Juice wakes me up better,” Ashley said, getting out a small carton. 
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“Feel free to take some extras, and some other snacks too. There’s nothing 
but pop and chip machines along your route at this hour.” 

Ashley stuffed two more cartons of juice and some carrots into her pack. 

“Debit card, cash, proper I.D.?” Sister Ruth inquired. 

“Yep.” 

“Name and address?” 

Ashley had to think. “Um... Andrei... Kan. 300... um... Jackson Street.” 

“Very good! If you held onto that information this long, you'll have no 
problem. Ready?” 

Ashley yawned. “Yeah. For a nap!” 

Sister Ruth laughed. 

* 

They arrived at the bus station in downtown Portland with plenty of time 
for Ashley to purchase her ticket for the early morning local bus to Seattle. 
She shook hands with Sister Ruth, boarded, and found a seat. Soon the bus 
took her across the Columbia River and into a state that Ashley had seen 
many times from the train windows, but it had always lain just out of reach on 
the far side of the river. Now, for the first time, she could add the state of 
Washington to her list of travel accomplishments. 

Vancouver, Orchards, Battle Ground. People came and went, but mostly 
they came. Everyone seemed to be going to Seattle. The bus filled quickly. 

Woodland, Kalama, Longview, Kelso. The bus’s heater seemed to be 
working overtime, and the air was getting hot and stale. People were standing 
in the aisles, trying to stay awake. Ashley was very glad she was by a window. 
It wouldn’t open, but its surface provided a tiny bit of coolness. 

Castle Rock. 

“Folks, we need everyone to step off the bus for fifteen minutes. We have a 
repairman who will be installing a new heater control. You can leave non- 
valuable belongings on your seats. Free can of pop inside the station for 
everyone with our apologies.” 

A noise of approval ran through the passengers. Ashley would pass on the 
can of pop, but was glad for the opportunity to breathe fresh, cool air and 
stretch her legs. She left her coat on her seat. 

As soon as she stepped off the bus, pack over one shoulder, she looked 
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around. They appeared to be on the main street of the town, which as far as 
she could see ran about two blocks in each direction. With the exception of 
the activity at the bus station, nothing appeared to be open. She figured she 
could explore the entire town in ten minutes flat. She pulled a carrot out of 
her pack and strode off down the sidewalk. 

Ashley had walked to the end of town, crossed the street, and was just 
beginning to head back toward the bus station when she was suddenly 
surrounded by an intensely bright light. She tried to see where it was coming 
from, but the light was blinding her. She held her arm over her eyes, and 
could hear a car idling behind the lights. She heard the door open and close. 

“What do you want?” she said. 

“It’s a little late to be wandering around, isn’t it, little girl?” a husky male 
voice said. 

“T’m not wandering around. I’m stretching my legs while the bus is being 
fixed.” 

A late middle-aged policeman stepped into view. “I don’t believe you.” 

Ashley didn’t feeling like arguing. She remained silent. 

“How old are you?” 

“Twelve. Almost thirteen.” 

“Again I don’t believe you. I think you’re a run-away. Ten or eleven, looks 
to me.” 

“Tam not a run-away.” 

“Why don’t you get in the car and we'll find out at the station.” 

“But Ill miss my bus!” 

“You should have thought of that before running away. Get in.” 

Breathe deeply, Ashley. You can’t do anything else here. He’s not going 
to believe anything you say. 

She slid into the back seat when he opened the door for her. He drove 
slowly to the little police station, and escorted her in with a controlling arm 
behind her. Ashley didn’t like being treated like that, but she sensed it wasn’t 
yet the right time to correct the situation. There was another fairly old 
policeman in the station with his feet up on his desk reading a magazine. He 
took his feet down when she entered. 

“Well, what do we have here, Sergeant?” 
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“T think we have ourselves a run-away here, Lieutenant.” 

The lieutenant looked at Ashley. She returned his look with a steady gaze. 
She was at that moment using the same deep, slow breathing she used to relax 
during her long hours in the gym. 

“Why don’t you have a seat, young lady.” 

It wasn’t a question. Ashley sat down in one of the chairs in front of his 
desk. 

“Sergeant Brown thinks you’re a run-away. What do you say to that?” 

“The same thing I told him. I am not one,” she said with a calmness that 
was surprising even to herself. 

“I don’t suppose you have any I.D. on you.” he said. It wasn’t a question. 
But it needed an answer anyway. 

“Yes I do.” 

“You do. May I see it, please?” 

Ashley calmly opened her pack and brought out her purse. The calmness 
was on the outside. Inside she was shaking. But that was where the shaking 
should stay, she told herself. She brought her Lyceum I.D. book and her state 
I.D. card out and handed them to the lieutenant. She could see the sergeant 
leaning against a filing cabinet sipping a cup of coffee and watching. 

“What do we have here,” he said, looking at the I.D. card first. “You’re 
almost thirteen, Ashley.” 

She decided not to say anything. If she had, it might not have been nice. 

He had gleaned all the information he could from the card, and was now 
looking at the book. He turned the pages slowly, then returned to the first 
page. He read to himself for what seemed like several minutes, a frown slowly 
developing on his face. 

“Are you actually on a mission for the United Nations, Ms. Riddle?” 

“Yes I am,” she said, and pulled up her left sleeve. 

Both men could clearly see the courier bracelet. Both came closer to get a 
better look. They could tell it was no toy. The engraved symbol of the United 
Nations shown clearly against the dark vanadium-steel alloy. 

“T’ve seen one of these before, at the Police Academy. Can you take it off?” 

“No. It requires two release codes. I only know one of them, and I will 
only tap it in when I meet my contact and have checked his I.D.” 
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The police lieutenant looked as his partner. “She’s right, John. That’s how 
they work. We have a problem.” He walked back around to his side of the 
desk and picked up her I.D. book again, then read from it aloud. 

“WARNING: Any unnecessary interference with this Lyceum member, 
while on any mission for the United Nations, is a violation of International 
Law. Any law enforcement officer is required by International Law to 
render all possible assistance to this Lyceum member while on any mission 
for the United Nations.” 

“Ts that for real?” the sergeant asked. 

“Tm afraid so. I remember it from my refresher course a couple of years 
back. Ms. Riddle, our sincere apologies. The sergeant and I both got our 
training before the Freedom of Movement and Association Act was passed, 
about when you were born, and before then, any kid out in the wrong place or 
at an unusual hour was assumed to be a run-away.” 

“T understand,” she said, out of politeness. 

“What can we do to make amends?” he said, handing her I.D. book and 
card back. 

“Take me back to the bus station?” she said, hoping she wasn’t asking too 
much. 

“Let me see if we’re in time.” He picked up his telephone and punched in a 
number. “Yeah, this is Lieutenant Barclay. Has that local left yet?... Five 
minutes ago. When does it get to Chehalis?... Thanks.” 

He set down the handset and turned to his partner. “John, you get to pull 
our hind ends out of the fire. You get to give Ms. Riddle a ride to the Chehalis 
bus station, and you need to get her there by the time the bus gets there at 
3:15. Can do?” 

He sighed. “Can do.” 

“Ts there anything else I can do, Ms. Riddle? Buy you a coke, anything?” 

“No. I’m fine.” 
and took a bite. 


And saying that, she pulled her carrot out of her pocket 


* 


Ashley sat in the front passenger seat of the police car this time. Sergeant 
Brown was proud to show her how fast his car could go, and told her all about 
its engine specifications. She smiled in return. Within ten minutes they 
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passed her bus on the Interstate highway, but he obviously wanted to get her 
to the next station with plenty of time to spare. When they entered the 
outskirts of Chehalis, Washington, he finally expressed his concern. 

“T hope you won’t say anything about what happened to any government 
people. We’re both real sorry.” 

“T won't tell anyone. Maybe... you could treat young people with a little 
more respect next time?” 

“I certainly will. I could have peeked at your I.D. card right there, and 
seeing that you were twelve, let you go on your way.” 

“Thank you. I and other young people will appreciate that. And next time 
I’m up this way on a courier mission, maybe I'll have a little more time, and 
you guys can buy me that coke.” 

“Feel free to stop by any time. Here’s your bus station. By my clock, shel 
be here in four minutes.” 

“Thank you for the ride,” Ashley said getting out. 

* 

The next problem Ashley had to solve was finding her coat. As soon as the 
bus pulled in, she stood nearby, waiting for people to get off so she could ask 
the driver about it. Many people were getting off, and most of them were 
getting into another bus idling nearby. It also said Seattle on its destination 
display, and she guessed they had finally added another bus to the run. 

Suddenly she had a shock. The last person to get off the bus, a scuzzy 
looking man, had her coat under his arm. Easy, Ashley. He might be taking 
it to Lost and Found. Probably not, but it’s possible. 

She stepped right up to him with a smile and spoke in a loud voice. 
“Thank you for finding my coat! It’s got my name on the tag inside! I’ll show 
you I.D. if you’d like!” 

His eyes shifted this way and that. He noticed that several people had 
heard the little brat and were looking that way. He dropped the coat and ran 
off into the darkness. 

Ashley breathed a sigh and picked up her coat. She boarded the bus that 
had been added to the run, found an empty window seat, and curled up under 
her coat with her little pack at her feet. The bus’s heater was working 
properly, and she slept the entire remainder of the trip. 
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* 


Dawn light in the sky woke Ashley as the bus approached Seattle. She sat 
up and looked around. Looking eastward she could see the tall, snow-capped 
volcano called Mount Rainier, its head swirled in clouds. Below it streets and 
houses and other buildings filled a broad valley. Soon the view in that 
direction was blocked by low hills, so she looked across the bus westward. 
She could see an airport, an industrial area, and a harbor. Her map identified 
the harbor as Elliot Bay. 

A minute later the bus left the Interstate and approached a huge stadium, 
then turned northward again and passed near the train station. Ashley took 
mental notes. Two more blocks brought them to the modern-looking bus 
station. She felt the courier bracelet under her blouse sleeve while waiting for 
the initial rush of people to get off the bus. She could see a clock that said 
5:23, and knew she had plenty of time. 

Andrei... Kan. 300 John... Jackson Street. 

The streets were wet from an earlier rain, but the clouds had broken up 
and promised at least intermittent sunshine. It was pleasantly cool. Ashley 
slipped her coat on, shouldered her pack, and looked at her map. Two blocks 
back, and a block toward the water. She set off at a leisurely pace. 

When she came to Jackson Street, she gazed across at the beautiful old 
train station. She was tempted to cross the street and explore it, but it didn’t 
seem like she had quite enough time... and she knew she would be seeing it on 
Sunday anyway. That thought brought her a twinge of sadness. Even though 
she loved Tim very much, and they might be able to share some very special 
time that day or the next, their lives had not yet come together in one place. 
She didn’t know if they ever would. She turned and headed down the street. 

Three hundred Jackson Street was a very nice hotel. No one appeared to 
be waiting outside. She entered the lobby. The clock said seven minutes 
before six. She strolled around, pretending to look at paintings and other 
interesting things, but mostly she wanted to see who was there, and who 
might be her contact. 

A man was at a pay phone. Another was reading a newspaper in the 
lounge. Two men were hanging around near the restaurant entrance. Yet 
another man came out of the restaurant and stood looking through the glass 
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front door. Finally she spotted one more, looking over a rack of postcards. All 
of them were dressed very nicely. It was three minutes until six. 

During the next two minutes, several of the faces in the room changed, but 
she was left with just as many choices. The one she had thought most likely, 
the one gazing through the front door, had greeted a lady and disappeared 
into the restaurant. It was 5:59. 

Ashley wondered who she should approach first, and wished she had 
discussed this possibility with Brother Timoteo or Sister Ruth. But first you 
have to use your own brain... she could hear Sister Ruth saying. The clock 
said 6:01. She decided to try the man looking at the paperbacks. She walked 
in that direction. 

Just then a man stepped out of the elevator and strode to the front desk. 
“I’m Andrei Kan. Any messages for me?” he said in a voice that could be 
heard anywhere in the lobby. 

The clerk checked his computer. “No, Mr. Kan.” 

As soon as the middle-aged man with dark brown hair turned around, 
Ashley was standing right there. “Mr. Kan?” 

“Yes?” 

“Tm Sister Ashley. May I buy you breakfast?” 

He looked her up and down. “I wasn’t expecting someone so... small.” 

“I wasn’t expecting someone two minutes late,” she said, then added a 
smile. 

He quickly realized that even though the person in front of him was short, 
he was not speaking to a child. “Did you say breakfast? Excellent idea!” 

They found a table not too near other people. Ashley ordered a fruit and 
cottage cheese salad. She was relieved when Mr. Kan ordered only one 
breakfast. Then she pulled out her I.D. book and handed it too him. She had 
not been told that doing so was necessary, but it seemed like the fair thing to 
do. In exchange she received his U.N. Diplomatic Passport. He was indeed 
Andrei Kan. All the while he made conversation on light topics. 

“How was your trip to Seattle?” 

Ashley laughed. “Nice, after they got the heating system fixed! Then I 
could get some sleep. But I’m sure glad I woke up in time to see Mount 
Rainier!” 
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Both satisfied, they returned each other’s I.D. Their food arrived and the 
light topics continued. 

“What’s the best way to get to the Coliseum at the Seattle Center?” Ashley 
asked, pulling out her map. 

“There is a monorail from here. Buses run up and down all these streets. 
The waterfront and Aquarium are very nice.” 

“Thank you. I think I’d like to see them.” Ashley glanced around to see if 
anyone was watching. “What a nice hotel!” Then she laid her left arm on the 
table, pulled her sleeve up just enough, and tapped in her release code. He 
tapped in another code, and the bracelet clicked open. Ashley let it fall from 
her arm, slid her sleeve back down, and went on eating. 

“Yes, I stay here often. It’s walking distance to a number of interesting 
places, and I can get a bus right to the airport.” He put his large hand over the 
bracelet and slipped it nonchalantly into his coat pocket. 

Ashley breathed a personal sigh of relief. Mission accomplished. “If you 
ever get down to the Portland area, feel free to stop in and visit!” 

“That would be nice. I haven’t seen your place yet. I hear it’s very 
beautiful.” 

While Ashley was paying for the breakfasts, she noticed with happiness 
that he took care of the tip. They exchanged a few more pleasant words, and 
then he disappeared into the elevator. Ashley felt a little sad. It had all been 
so plastic and superficial. She didn’t know a thing about Andrei Kan, the 
person. Maybe someday she would see him again, and in a less tense 
situation they could talk like real people, perhaps walk along the waterfront 
and go to the Aquarium. She shrugged and headed out the door of the hotel at 
300 Jackson Street. 


* Ok OK 
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Chapter 13: One Boy 


Ashley had no intention of taking any city buses. A city block was about 
the distance from the Main Lobby to the Recreation Center, and it meant 
nothing to her. Her feet ate up several such blocks while she was still 
pondering the humor — and the sadness — in her courier mission. She found 
herself in Pioneer Square. 

Quaint restaurants and interesting shops, most not yet open, caught her 
attention for awhile, but the waterfront, just a few short blocks away, was 
calling to her. She kept walking. 

An old-fashioned streetcar ran along the waterfront, and she was almost 
tempted to ride, but the docks and piers, full of sea gulls and the smell of salt 
and fish, were just too interesting to rush past. 

A huge ferry was preparing to leave for Alaska, and smaller ones for points 
within Puget Sound. Fish markets and fish restaurants abounded, and soon 
the waterfront became a park as she approached the Seattle Aquarium. 
Nearby shops full of interesting things from the sea and from many far-away 
lands kept her busy until the Aquarium opened. 

She paid her admission with her own money and spent the next two and a 
half hours gazing at all kinds of fish, sea animals that looked more like plants, 
windows full of salmon that were sometimes all around her and even right 
over her head, and plenty of dolphins and seals and other mammals. It was 
Ashley’s first encounter with the creatures of the sea. She found it hard to 
leave, but finally, with a fond glance back, tore herself away from the last 
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exhibit and walked through the exit door. 

As noon approached, Ashley found an interesting seafood sampler at one 
of the outdoor fish restaurants, and munched on it while perched on a low 
wall that looked toward the bay. She pondered the paradoxical fact that she 
was alone in a strange city, but didn’t at all feel alone. A freckled boy was even 
then preparing for his dance competition only a mile or so away, and he would 
be looking for her. She realized that she wanted to find a way to let him know 
she was there before it started. Flowers? Maybe. 

Other things contributed to her not feeling alone. If she called Lyceum 
and needed help, one or more members would be there in minutes. If she 
needed even more help, whole teams would come up from Portland, with 
helicopters if necessary. They were trusting her with hundreds of dollars in 
cash and a debit card with which she could get thousands. And they had 
entrusted to her a microfiche that could effect the lives of seventeen million 
people. She had almost blown it in a silly little town while stretching her legs, 
but the U.N. symbol on her courier bracelet and her Lyceum I.D. book had 
saved her. No, putting all those things together, Ashley had no reason to feel 
alone. 

She looked around. Not far away a young man, maybe sixteen years old, 
sat on a bench with his face in his hands. He looked alone. She wondered 
why. Did he have friends? Parents? A job? A home? She didn’t know. The 
thought crossed her mind that perhaps she should go talk to him, buy him 
lunch or something. Then she reminded herself that every city, even every 
town, was full of people with problems. She wasn’t ready to start solving all of 
them all by herself. 

The young man got up from the bench, tossed a rock into the bay, and then 
left, walking south along the waterfront. Ashley wondered what lay ahead for 
him. And she wondered how Andrei Kan would fare with whatever he had to 
do with the microfiche. 

Her seafood and her thoughts finished, Ashley ascended many flights of 
steps to the Pike Place Market, where she wandered amongst the shops and 
stalls for awhile, but made only one purchase. In a flower and candy shop, she 
found a combination box that contained an assortment of fine chocolate and 
nut candies and a single red rose, all visible through the box’s plastic window, 


Lyceum Challenge 171 


and the whole thing surrounded by a pink ribbon and bow. She selected a 
card to go with it that depicted both male and female ballet dancers, and 
wrote her simple message before leaving the shop. 


Dear Tim, 
I'm here! 
Love, 
Ashley 


She wrote his name on the envelope, and the shopkeeper attached it to the 
bow for her. 

The few blocks of downtown Seattle streets that separated Ashley from the 
monorail terminal were quickly left behind. The monorail was old and slow, 
but it was not attempting to cover any great distance. Ten minutes later 
Ashley stepped onto the grounds of the Seattle Center, candies and rose 
carried carefully under her arm. 

The Space Needle, Seattle’s most famous building, made Ashley crane her 
neck. One elevator car was rising, another coming down. She approached the 
ticket booth and looked at the hours and prices, and a thought came to her. In 
a sense, this was her territory, and Tim was her guest. She should treat him to 
something special, she decided. Since Lyceum was paying for her 
transportation, she had plenty of money of her own left over. She memorized 
the hours of the restaurant at the top of the Space Needle. That’s where she 
wanted to take Tim out to eat if she had the chance. 

For the next hour Ashley explored the Seattle Center, wandering through 
exhibits and sitting by roaring fountains. She remembered reading that a 
World’s Fair had been there once, long ago. She had never been to a World’s 
Fair, and wondered where and when the next one would be. Finally, as two 
o’clock was passing, she approached the Coliseum. 

The schedule board at the ticket office confirmed that the Junior National 
Ballet Competitions would begin at three, with the doors opening at 2:30. She 
began to wander around the outside of the huge building, hoping to find a way 
to deliver her gift. 

At the far back of the massive building, she came to a parking lot where a 


Lyceum Challenge 172 


couple of dozen buses were parked. Finding a gap in the hedge that 
surrounded it, she began to wander amongst the buses, looking for one from 
New Orleans. They were from all over the country: Florida, New Hampshire, 
Texas, Kansas, and many other states. Then she stopped. Its destination 
display just said Chartered, but the dusty license plate told her what she 
needed to know: Louisiana. Ashley grinned. 

Just then a lady stepped out of the bus carrying a heavy box. She dropped 
it with a huff onto another box that was already sitting on the ground beside 
the door. 

“Can I help you carry those?” Ashley said. 

The lady looked at her. “Now, why would you want to help me carry these 
boxes? Are you trying to con a ride somewhere?” 

“Nope. I’m trying to figure out how to get this candy and rose to Tim 
Murphy before the competition starts so he’ll know I’m here.” 

“Ohhh. Are you... the girl he met over in France? Amy?” 

“Luxemburg and France. Ashley.” 

“That’s right! Ashley. You mean he doesn’t know you were coming?” 

“He knew I was going to try and come. But he doesn’t know if I made it.” 

“Well, Ashley, these are pretty heavy...” 

“Tm a gymnast. I do fifty push-ups every day, twenty in the morning, and 
thirty during conditioning at the end of training time.” 

“Well, then. If you’ll carry one of these, I'll give you a performer’s pass and 
you can deliver the gift yourself. Tim has been a much happier boy since 
meeting you, and his dancing has really improved as well. He’s one of our 
strongest male dancers now. I’m Elizabeth de Lisle, Tim’s teacher.” 

“Ashley Marie Riddle from Lyceum in Oregon.” 

“Okay, Ashley Marie, let’s get this gear inside!” 

She locked the bus door while Ashley placed her gift on top of one of the 
boxes and lifted it. The dance teacher pulled an extra pass out of her pocket, 
stuck it onto Ashley’s blouse, and lifted the other box. They carried their 
burdens to the performer’s entrance at the back of the building where a 
security guard glanced at their passes. 

“You can’t talk to Tim for more than a minute. We have a lot of practice 
and costume work to do in the next half hour,” the teacher said as they made 
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their way along an echoing corridor.” 

“IT understand. Let me know if I can help with anything else.” 

“Thank you, Ashley. I think we’re all set now. Here’s our practice room.” 

They entered a concrete room where the New Orleans Dance Academy was 
preparing for the competition. All the dancers were either stretching or 
working on costumes. Ashley set the heavy box down where the teacher 
indicated. 

“Tim!” the teacher called. 

He stopped stretching and looked. Suddenly his eyes got big and his face 
lit up. “Ashley!” he said, running over. He took her in his arms, and she held 
him just as tightly. “I was hoping I’d somehow find out if you made it. I knew 
I’d dance better if you were in the audience.” 

Ashley’s eyes were wet. “It would have taken a lot to stop me from getting 
here. I brought you something!” 

Without completely letting go of him, she reached down and picked up her 
gift box. 

He took the box in shaking hands. He said nothing, but kissed her several 
times. 

“Time to get dressed, Tim,” his teacher said. 

“Wait for me after?” he said. 

“I have a pass, so I'll meet you here!” She kissed him one more time, and 
then he reluctantly went over to the costume boxes. Ashley slipped off her 
coat and pack, pulled out her purse, and piled the rest with the company’s 
other coats and bags. She slipped out the door, and Tim didn’t see the tears of 
joy that rolled down her face as soon as she was out in the corridor. 

* 

After saving another twenty dollars by not having to pay admission, Ashley 
was sure she wanted to buy Tim the fanciest meal the Space Needle offered. 
She just hoped she would have a chance. 

She loved watching the dancers, all of them. They were all very good, and 
she would have had a very hard time choosing winners if she had been a 
judge. But even she, who had little experience in ballet, could see flaws and 
weaknesses, and she presumed the judges did it like they did in gymnastics — 
start with a perfect score and subtract for every little mistake. 
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But she had eyes especially for Tim. While his company was performing, 
she saw only one dancer, her beloved. He was very good, and he seemed to 
have a special energy, a special glow that most of the others didn’t. Perhaps 
none of the others had just received candy and a red rose... 

The judges decreed a company from Colorado as fifth place, and New 
Hampshire as fourth. Ashley clapped for both. But when they announced 
third place, she almost did handsprings right there in the bleachers. 

“..from New Orleans, Louisiana, ladies and gentlemen, the New Orleans 
Dance Academy!” 

The company came out and took their bows, and Ashley was on her feet 
the whole time. She continued clapping for second and first places, but she 
was still looking at Tim, standing not too far from his teacher who held the 
third place trophy. 

Those companies who had not placed came out and bowed, and the trophy 
holders bowed again. Then the first place winners did a special dance 
presentation, after which the audience finally began to leave. Ashley dashed 
for the doorway to the preparation rooms, stopped to let a guard glance at her 
pass, and ran the rest of the way. 

Tim was all dressed in street clothes when she flew into his arms. 
“Congratulations!” 

“That’s the very best our company has ever done!” he said with pride. “We 
get to go to the world competitions next spring in Germany!” 

“Fantastic!” Ashley said. 

For the next half hour, Ashley helped Tim to carry boxes and bags out to 
the company’s chartered bus. When they had carried out everything they 
could find, he approached his teacher. 

“Mrs. de Lisle, is there anything else I can do before we go?” 

“That’s right, you’re staying with your grandmother.” She looked around. 
“That looks like everything, except personal stuff. Thank you for the help, and 
you also, Ashley. Be at the motel by noon tomorrow, or you'll be walking 
home!” she said with a smile. 

“Bye, all!” Tim said to the whole room. 

“Bye, Tim! Good dancing!” 

“See ya, Tim!” 
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“Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do!” another guy said. 

Tim laughed. 

He got his clothing bag and his gift box and Ashley picked up her coat and 
travel pack. As soon as they were out in the corridor, he spoke in a soft voice. 

“Follow me closely and don’t say anything.” 

He led her in an unexpected direction, deeper into the corridors and then 
up a narrow, dimly lit ramp. Ashley was excited, enjoying the mystery and 
realizing she wanted to completely entrust to him the outcome of their covert 
journey. It was the first time in her life she had experienced the joy of 
complete trust and surrender. 

They slipped through a little door, and Ashley saw that they were 
approaching the main floor of the Coliseum again, and were currently 
underneath the tiers of seats from which the audience was departing. It was a 
minor entrance for performers and staff only, and ahead of them a rope 
stretched across to keep spectators from wandering that way from the main 
floor. 

Ashley glanced to her left. Under the tiers of seats were stored all kinds of 
equipment, from vaulting horses to cages for circus animals. Tim pulled her 
to the right. 

That side was stacked with all manner of mats and crash pads — rolled, 
folded, and just plain piled. In about the middle of the seating tier was a place 
where thick foam bags had been stacked in two piles, but between them was a 
space about a yard wide where only a few thin mats lay. Tim led Ashley into 
that little recess and sat down. 

He spoke in a whisper. “I had time to explore. Do you like it?” 

Ashley just smiled, and then leaned forward and kissed him. Her heart 
was pounding. 

It wasn’t long before most of the spectators and performers had cleared 
out and the Coliseum became very quiet. Tim put his finger to his lips to 
request silence. They could hear one person walking, sometimes on the 
wooden main floor, sometimes in a concrete corridor. Various sets of lights 
went out one by one. A few minutes later a strong flashlight beam pierced the 
gloom underneath the tier of seats where the two youth waited in stillness and 
silence. From the point of view of the security guard, the two piles of foam 
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bags appeared to be side by side. He passed on. 

About ten minutes later they heard an outer door close for the last time. 
They sat in silence for awhile just to be sure. No other sound came to them, 
except the tiny creakings that all buildings make when the wind blows or the 
temperature changes. Outside, the sun was setting, and its orange glow 
streamed into the coliseum through high windows and skylights. 

“Aren't there alarms?” Ashley whispered. 

“Just infra-red motion sensors in the large rooms and corridors. None 
under here, and we can get to a prep room with showers and everything 
without passing any of them!” 

Ashley began to feel many feelings at once. She was alone with the boy she 
loved, and it appeared they would be alone until the following morning. He 
had to meet his dance company at a nearby motel at noon, and she had to 
catch a commuter train for Portland an hour after that. Their freedom, for 
that one night, as long as they didn’t set off any alarms, appeared to be 
complete. 

But Ashley Riddle of Rapid City, South Dakota had never been alone, with 
such freedom, with a boy before. She knew very well what they could do 
together. She wanted to do all those things, and maybe some that only he 
could think of. And she was trembling. 

He reached over to touch her hand with his, and she could feel that he was 
trembling too. She looked at his face. In the dim light that managed to 
penetrate to their little space, she could only see his basic features. With the 
hand that wasn’t holding his, she reached up and touched his cheeks, the 
ridges around his eyes, his nose. 

“This is the first time I’ve ever been alone with a girl, and I’m glad it’s with 
you,” he said in a soft voice. 

“This is my first time, too,” she said. “I love you, Tim. Whatever we do 
tonight, it’s okay with me.” 

Those were the last words they spoke for a few minutes. 

“Is everything okay with you so far?” he asked her, his voice shaking a 
little. 

“Everything is perfect!” Ashley said. “But I have something I want to show 
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you.” She groped for her purse and pulled out the little strip of pills Brenda 
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had given her. “When I left Lyceum, I was sure I wanted to take one of these, 
so I'd be, you know, protected. Now... I almost wish... I didn’t have to. What 
do you think?” 

It was almost completely dark under the tier of seats now — only exit signs 
and a few other security lights were on in the building, and a little bit of light 
filtered in through the high windows from outside lights. Tim looked at the 
barely-seen shadow before him that was his beloved and realized what she 
was saying. Maybe he could have her as more than a lover if he wanted right 
now — maybe he could have her as his mate, to bare his child. A part of him 
wanted that more than anything else in the world, and craved to just take her 
in his arms and not worry about some stupid pill. 

But a part of him was still capable of realizing what that would bring for 
both of them. It would mean their educations would be much harder to 
continue. It would end her gymnastics, and probably his dancing, as he would 
have to somehow support his little family. With an effort of will, he took the 
strip of pills from her, popped one out of its plastic, and placed it in her 
mouth. 

“I feel the same way, but it wouldn’t be the best thing for either you or me 
right now. Someday I hope it will be.” 

Ashley swallowed the pill. She was glad he had had the courage to make 
that decision. She knew her momentary temptation had been foolish, and she 
was surprised she had even entertained it. It was the not the first surprise she 
was destined to have that night. 

Giggles and gasps were the only sounds they needed as trembling hands 
slowly removed each other’s articles of clothing, one by one, alternating as if 
each was having equal luck at that ancient game of chance. There was no 
more hesitation, no more wondering if the other would be willing. With the 
contraception issue out of the way, they both knew what was coming, and they 
were both ready and anxious. Last of all they each removed the other’s 
broken coin necklace, and set them side by side, for the first time since they 
were purchased, out of the way. 

* 

What seemed like hours later, Ashley awoke and thoughts came fluttering 

back. She had two or three carrots and a couple of cartons of juice with her, 
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and as far as she knew, Tim had only the box of candy she had given him. 
There were restaurants nearby, but they couldn’t get to any of them until 
someone turned off the alarms the following morning. The thought made her 
chuckle. 

Tim raised his head and looked at her. “A penny for your thoughts.” 

“Dinner. Did you bring anything?” 

A look of shame crossed his face. “I’m sorry. I was so excited about 
finding this place, and then I was so busy dancing, that I forgot.” 

“That’s okay! You have candy, and I have carrots and juice!” 

He laughed. “I love you more than life itself, Ashley Riddle. You have just 
made my deepest and wildest dreams come true.” 

“And you have done the same for me, Tim Murphy.” 

They kissed long, savoring the memory that was still very vivid for both of 
them. 

Ashley giggled. “I can’t see a thing. Let’s go back to the walkway. There’s 
a little light there, and we'll still be safe from the alarm sensors, won’t we?” 

“Yes. Just don’t wander anywhere without me. I’ve memorized where 
they all are.” 

“I have no intention of going more than a few inches from you all night 
long, except maybe to use the toilet!” 

He laughed. 

They felt for their belongings, and a minute later had transferred 
everything to the walkway between the sections of seating tiers where there 
was a tiny bit of light filtering in. Tim grabbed a small mat for them to sit on, 
and they spread out their feast. Ashley set a carton of juice and a carrot before 
Tim, and he divided the box of candies evenly. “Are roses edible?” he asked. 

Ashley laughed. “I’m not that hungry. More than anything Id like a drink 
of water.” 

Tim stood, offered his hand, and guided her back down the ramp, around a 
corner, and through a swinging door. Once inside, he groped for the light 
switch and finally found it. 

They were in a preparation room that had restrooms with showers. They 
looked at each other, and both blushed with embarrassment. Being naked 
together in the dark was one thing. Now they were naked together under 
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bright room lights. A moment later, they laughed and embraced. 

Ashley took a long, cold drink and washed her face. She felt intensely 
alive, and at the same time deeply content, like at a gymnastics meet at which 
she had done her best and earned an appropriate ribbon or medal. They 
returned to their feast hand in hand. 

The two young lovers laughed and talked as they slowly ate their strange 
meal. They talked about their times together in New York and Luxemburg 
and France, about things that had happened to them since, and about arriving 
in Seattle. Ashley told him about the courier mission she had just completed, 
and about the embarrassed policemen in Castle Rock. He laughed. But he 
kept to himself the amazement he felt at the tasks with which Ashley was 
being entrusted. 

Their meal finished, they took everything back to the safety of their hiding 
place. After several yawns escaped each of them, they laid down side by side. 
With his longer body curled around hers, they pulled her large coat over them 
both, and before long they both fell into a deep sleep. 

* 

The sound of floor buffers and men talking woke them. They rubbed their 
eyes and kissed. Then Tim led them back the way they had come. They were 
almost to the door to the rear parking lot, which stood open, when a sharp 
voice caught them. 

“Hey! You kids! What are you doing here?” 

They turned and saw the security guard. Still hand in hand, they walked 
toward him. 

“T was a dancer here yesterday, and I forgot to take my bag home, so I was 
just getting it,” Tim said, digging in his pocket and pulling out a crumpled 
performer’s pass. 

“Tm just tagging along,” Ashley said, touching the card that was still stuck 
to her blouse.” 

“Okay. Call the office first next time.” 

“We will,” they both said. 

As soon as they were out the door, Ashley smiled, realizing that neither of 
them had lied to the security guard. Both had spoken nothing but the truth, 
even if it had not been the whole truth. But the whole truth was not 
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something they could share with others. 

They wandered around the Seattle Center, stopping many times to 
embrace and kiss. Few people were about at that hour. Ashley found a clock 
— it was 8:20. She steered Tim toward the Space Needle. 

“Where are we going?” 

“To breakfast. In the sky. On me.” 

She paid the elevator fare, and they were lifted high above most other 
buildings of the city. They had no problem getting a window table, and both 
were hungry after their special night together. Ashley surprised herself by 
ordering a fruit salad, a cheese and vegetable omelet, and a side of ham. Both 
were delighted to find that the top of the Space Needle slowly turned, 
eventually giving them a view in all directions. 

After breakfast, they spent some time on the observation deck, and then 
returned to the ground and just wandered wherever their feet took them, 
sometimes within the Seattle Center, sometimes in nearby neighborhoods. 
They would stop and hold each other every few minutes, for no definite reason 
other than because it had been more than a minute since they had last done 
so. They arrived at the motel where Tim’s dance company was staying with 
only minutes to spare. The others were already getting on the big cross- 
country bus. 

Ashley put her arms around him and started crying. He was crying too, 
but silently. They had both just been to the mountain’s peak, and now they 
had to return to the canyon’s bottom. It was almost more than they could 
stand. 

“I’m going to miss you so much!” she said when she finally worked up the 
courage to look at him. 

“That makes two of us,” he said through his tears. “Next time I will come 
to you. I promise. I love you, Ashley.” 

“T love you, Tim.” 

They kissed one last time, and he ran to the bus. It didn’t leave for several 
more minutes, but he had to run, because that was when he had enough 
courage to do it, and if he hadn’t taken that opportunity, he might never have 


left Ashley standing there alone on the sidewalk. 
* 
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Ashley stood there until the bus was out of sight, and then she stood there 
for many more minutes. Finally she wandered. Eventually she came to 
downtown Seattle, saw a clock, and realized that her train had already left. 
She called Lyceum, and told them she wouldn't be able to get back in time for 
her kitchen shift. After a minute at the computer, the lady in the office said 
that Sister Jennifer would be covering it, and that Ashley could pay her back 
in whatever way was comfortable for the two of them. 

Ashley walked slowly, sometimes by the waterfront, sometimes in the city 
streets above. She now knew a little better how the young man who had sat 
with his face in his hands might have felt. Had he just said good-bye to 
someone he loved? She would never know. She picked up a rock and threw it 
into the bay. It felt good. 

Ashley took the evening high-speed commuter train back to Portland, and 
caught the last van to Lyceum, arriving at about 8:30. She stopped in the 
office, did her mission and expense reports, and left a message for Sister 
Jennifer. Then she went straight to the Recreation Center, changed into a 
bathing suit that she kept in her locker, and approached the hot pool. She was 
glad only one other person was there. 

Almost as soon as she sat down in the relaxing water, she started talking 
about what had happened, and as she neared the end of her story her words 
changed into tears. Liberty put her arm around her twelve-year-old friend. 
She understood. 


* 


September 25th 
Dear Adiv, 

You didn’t tell me that being promised to a boy would bring me so much 
happiness and so much sadness, all at the same time. But that’s okay. Now 
that I know about the happiness and the sadness, I’m still glad I did it. 
Thank you for helping us to realize that we could love each other without 
being together all the time. 

I hope everything is good with your promise. I hope I can meet your 
girlfriend someday. I’m still learning French better and better. I don’t know 
yet what language I want to learn next. If you’re ever near Portland, 
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Oregon, you're welcome to stop and visit. 
Your friend, 
Ashley Riddle 


* Ok OK 
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Chapter 14: Good Friends and a Valuable Cargo 


Right after dinner on Friday, Shawn packed his duffel bag with enough 
clothes for two nights in motels and two days in art galleries. He knew that 
Ashley was going to Seattle that weekend to see her boyfriend, and he also 
knew that every time Ashley was gone, he started feeling lonely — not because 
he had deep feeling for the young gymnast, he reminded himself, but because 
her absence interrupted their friendship circle and left him thinking about 
Liberty. 

And yet he couldn’t run into Liberty that weekend, because he too would 
be out of town. Realizing that made him feel better. As soon as he was done 
packing, he hurried to the Gallery, where Sarah and Sister Rachael were 
loading cartons and boxes onto a cart. 

Rachael handed him the cash envelope for which he would be responsible, 
and asked him to verify the contents. He worked his way through the ten 
thousand dollars slowly and carefully, but as he did so, he became aware of 
something curious. 

As Sarah brought various size cartons out of the Gallery workroom, she 
would glance at Sister Rachael, who was assembling some sculpture packing 
supplies. Sometimes she would then proceed to place all of what she was 
carrying on the cart, sometimes only part of her load, and sometime she 
would do an about-face and take them all back to the workroom. Shawn 
watched for nods or other signals, but couldn’t see any. Several times Sarah 
laughed as if at a joke, though no one had spoken. 
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By half past six they had their supplies selected and Shawn had completed 
his cash count. They made their way to a fairly large van in the parking lot. 
As Rachael slid the side door open, Shawn could see that it retained only its 
front row of seats, the back being completely empty for cargo. They soon had 
all their cartons and luggage loaded, and Sarah proceeded to create herself a 
place to sit in the back amongst the boxes and bags underneath a small light 
mounted on the van’s inside wall. As soon as they were on the road, Shawn 
saw why: she was about half-way through a thick paperback novel, and it 
obviously was holding her attention. He remembered from his Childcare class 
that most kids were just learning to read at nine or ten. But this wasn’t just 
any nine-year-old — this was Sarah, Lyceum’s youngest member, he reminded 
himself. 

A slightly orange but mostly gray sunset light was fading from the sky as 
they reached the main highway out of Portland and began to climb over the 
Cascades. Shawn noticed that Sister Rachael was in a thoughtful mood as she 
drove, so he didn’t interrupt her with idle conversation. 

“We've received three new veiled requests for our position on nuclear 
disarmament,” she said, as if knowing his thoughts. “I promised Brother Felix 
I’d ponder them during the weekend, so he and I can sit down and draft 
responses on Monday. So I’m pondering them, for all the good it'll do. 
Sometimes it seems like it doesn’t matter what you say — they'll still twist it to 
their own purposes. Hmm. Maybe we should just disarm them by pre- 
twisting our answers.” 

Shawn laughed. “You mean, tell them what they want to hear?” 

“Sort of. At least tell them that we know what it is they want to hear, and if 
they want us to say that, they can stick it — all in polished, politically correct 
language, of course.” 

Shawn chuckled, and then glanced back at Sarah. She was still absorbed 
in her book. Rachael fell silent again. Shawn watched the pine and fir trees 
appear in the headlights, and then disappear back into the darkness. 
Eventually his mind wandered. 

He wondered what Ashley and her boyfriend would be doing that 
weekend. Probably eating fish and salads and walking the waterfront park 
holding hands. Not that he, Shawn Mitchell, would have been allowed to go 
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somewhere with a girl at twelve, or fourteen... or sixteen... or even, he realized 
with a little pain, at eighteen. He, Shawn Mitchell, had silly little birthday 
parties put on by his church youth group. He, Shawn Mitchell, had been 
kissed on the cheek once at age seventeen, and even that he suspected of being 
arranged by his father. 

He thought of Liberty. He knew she liked Jason, and that several of the 
other young guys at Lyceum would gladly trade places with him. But it 
seemed that being the first boy there to buy her ice cream, and otherwise 
befriend her, should count for something. But, he thought with a sigh, it 
didn’t. 

Sister Rachael continued to ponder disarmament politics, Sarah went on 
reading, and Shawn nursed the lonely feelings inside himself as they 
continued their climb over the mountains. 

But as soon as they reached the top of the pass, everyone’s mood seemed 
to change all at the same time. Sarah finished a chapter, and with a noise of 
disagreement about the course of the plot, closed her book and climbed over 
the front seat, plopping down beside Shawn. Rachael seemed to be done 
pondering politics, and at Sarah’s initiation, they were soon playing a game of 
Twenty Questions. It was not, Shawn soon learned, quite like the silly, light 
games he had occasionally played at church youth group meetings. The words 
that both Sarah and Rachael selected were sophisticated and obscure. He had 
never before heard of a decoction, a chimera, or a dendrite, but they ended the 
first three games laughing about cups of strong tea, mythological 
lion/goat/dragon monsters, and nerve cell receptor fibers. But not only were 
their target words difficult, their search questions cut like razors, and control 
of the game changed with every word. Shawn had to really put his mind into 
high gear to keep up with them. 

When he finally guessed one of their words and earned himself a turn, he 
thought he would stump them with a word out of his Lab Procedures class, 
but to his embarrassment, Sarah had it on guess number seventeen. 

But, as Shawn had already experienced in other situations, losing a game 
being played with other Lyceum members never carried a stigma, unless one 
placed it there oneself. He laughed and went on enjoying the game. 
Eventually he did stump both of them — with religious terms. 
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* 


The trio of art hunters stopped for evening snacks in the heart of the 
Warm Springs Indian Nation, and then continued on into the irrigated 
farmlands of eastern Oregon. Twenty Questions had run its course, but they 
chatted about the Gallery and the Lyceum Collection, and Sister Rachael 
described two upcoming shows that she especially wanted to complement 
with some works from unknown artists. She went on to explain that the 
galleries in the little towns they would be visiting were almost all closing at the 
end of September, as wintertime tourist traffic in that area was almost non- 
existent. And, with the end of their sales year approaching, they were often 
inclined to accept any reasonable offer. 

Sarah told Shawn about the re-created Old West town of Shaniko, which 
she had visited before and obviously enjoyed. She described stage coach rides 
and craft shops, riding stables and the old schoolhouse. She mentioned the 
Shaniko Hotel, but didn’t want to say any more as it was their first night’s stop 
and she didn’t want to spoil the fun for Shawn. 

“Remember, we won't have time for much sight-seeing on this trip,” 
Rachael reminded them. “You two could drive back over sometime to enjoy 
the tourist attractions when you have more time.” 

“That would be fun!” Sarah said, glancing at Shawn with her deep blue 
eyes. “Maybe next summer?” 

“Sure!” Shawn responded quickly, but in reality he felt a little confused. 
He had never before allowed himself to think of Sarah as some kind of real 
companion, and he wasn’t sure he was ready to do so now. She was just a 
little kid who was his friend. Also, the implied stability of their friendship felt 
a little strange. She was proposing they do something eight or nine months in 
the future. In Shawn’s experience, young people didn’t make plans like that. 
There was too much of a chance that one or the other would move, change 
schools, or just that their friendship wouldn’t last long enough. Planning that 
far into the future didn’t feel bad to him, just a little... uncomfortable. 

He had plenty of time to ponder all these things as both of his fellow art 
buyers had fallen silent again. In the dim glow of the van’s instrument panel, 
he could see Sarah sitting there next to him. Actually, because the van’s 
engine cover made it difficult for anyone to sit in the exact middle of the front 
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seat, she was sitting close beside him. He hadn’t noticed it before, and felt a 
little uneasy that they had been sitting like that through all those games of 
Twenty Questions and another hour of conversation. 

If there had been any way for Shawn to gracefully extract himself from the 
current situation, he might have. But there was none. He started to become 
aware of details about his young friend that he had never paid attention to 
before. Her blond hair was very finely textured and straight. The scar tissue 
on the right side of her face and neck, visible because she had her hair pulled 
back in barrettes, was not actually as rough as it looked from farther away, 
just darker in color. And she carried a faint aroma of strawberries. The over- 
all image was very different than the one Liberty presented to the world: 
younger, of course, but also somehow lighter and more cheerful, a quiet 
cheerfulness, as opposed to Liberty’s worldly happiness, or even Ashley’s 
bubbling, bouncing, high-energy personality. 

“There it is!” Sarah suddenly said in an excited voice, pointing. “There’s 
the fueling station that has watering troughs and bales of hay! And there’s the 
Hotel!” 

They entered the small tourist town and drove slowly past craft and 
souvenir shops, restaurants, a museum, and wooden signs pointing to 
numerous attractions down various other streets. As it was nearly ten o’clock, 
everything was closed except the two story hotel at the end of the first block. 
Rachael parked the van in front of one of the hotel’s hitching posts and they 
all clamored out, grabbing their luggage as they went. 

The interior of the building was faithfully decorated in the somewhat 
Victorian, somewhat rustic colors and patterns of the late nineteenth century, 
and yet included a televideo booth, a bank access machine, and other modern 
conveniences. Shawn wandered all around the room, looking at the many 
carved wood moldings, feeling the dark red velvet that abounded, peeking into 
the numerous beveled glass cases that displayed all sorts of fine artifacts of 
the era. Sarah walked beside him, a smirk on her face. 

“Isn’t it neat!” she said when she could contain herself no longer. 

“Beautiful! I almost expect Wyatt Earp to walk in!” 

Sarah giggled. They could hear Rachael at the front desk making their 
room arrangements with the clerk who sounded like he was straight out of the 


Lyceum Challenge 188 


Old West himself, so they strolled into another part of the lobby where there 
were period couches and old books and magazines to look at. Only two other 
people were there. 

“What’s the food like?” Shawn asked. 

“Good. And they serve tons and tons of it! We get to eat breakfast here 
tomorrow. Rachael’s all done at the desk, and the man is ready to show us the 
room.” 

“How did you know?” Shawn asked. They had been facing a display case, 
and he hadn’t heard a word from the direction of the front desk in the last 
minute. 

Sarah just smiled, took his hand, and led him toward the stairs, where they 
met Rachael and the hotel clerk. 

“You folks are gonna love this here room!” he said in an accent that was 
imported from Texas. “Tha-ree big beds, an’ a view a’ Main Street! The Sage 
Brush Room is open ‘til two...” 

“We need to make an early start tomorrow. You have us down for 
breakfast at seven?” 

“Tll make double sure we have a table ‘zerved for you!” 

He unlocked the room’s door with an old fashioned key and gestured for 
them to enter. It was decorated in the same period as the entire town, and 
was simple but comfortable enough. 

“T get the biggest bed!” Sarah cried, diving onto it. 

“Hah!” Rachael said. “This is fine,” she said to the clerk, and handed him a 
tip. 

“Thank’ee, ma’am! I'll get that break’ust table set aside rat now. You folks 
just rang if you need ‘nything!” 

As Rachael booted Sarah off the largest bed and they all started getting 
settled, Shawn began to feel uncomfortable. He had never shared a hotel 
room with anyone but his parents. But he also realized that the expense of a 
separate room for him would have been a little silly. With some effort, he had 
gotten used to people being in bath robes in his residence hall at Lyceum, and 
he hoped Rachael and Sarah would follow the same custom here. 

To his relief, they did. As he lay in his bed an hour later, listening to the 
faint sounds of honky-tonk piano music filtering out of the Sage Brush Room, 


Lyceum Challenge 189 


he thought about how much like family Lyceum members always treated each 
other, no matter what they were doing. He remembered all the hospitality he 
received on his trip across the country. And he remembered his first visit to 
Lyceum, and how the very same little girl, who was now laying on the next bed 
reading her book, had welcomed him and his parents out of the rain. He fell 
asleep wondering what made Lyceum people so different from everyone else 
who would have feared the strangers in the darkness, put out the CLOSED 
sign, locked the door... 
* 

Shawn woke a little after six the next morning. Someone was showering in 
the bathroom, and a moment later Sarah came in the door wearing a cornet 
woven of sage and grasses and dried flowers. She sat on her bed, which 
looked like it hadn’t been slept in, and removed her rustic headgear. 

“Do you like it?” she said, offering it to him for inspection. 

Shawn took the delicate creation in his hands and almost couldn’t believe 
his eyes. It was actually an endless circular braid of six or eight strands, with 
leaves and flowers poking out at many places. “You made this?” 

“Yep! From about two to four o’clock. Found a little garden of weeds 
behind the museum, and the moon was almost half full!” 

Shawn could imagine Sarah sitting there in the moonlight, in the middle of 
the night, braiding dried flowers in a weed patch, while a police car cruised 
the streets looking for anyone not tucked into their beds. All Shawn could do 
was smile. He had fallen asleep wondering why Lyceum people weren’t as 
motivated by fear as other people seemed to be. He didn’t know why, but 
Sarah sure was a good example of it. 

“Tt is really beautiful!” he said handing it back. 

“It’s for you!” she said, hopping up and placing it on his head. “King 
Shawn!” 

They both laughed at the silliness of the moment. Just then Rachael 
emerged from the bathroom in her robe. “Who’s next?” 

* 

By seven they were all showered and packed and heading for the hotel’s 
restaurant. It did indeed serve tasty and hearty breakfasts, and as they ate, 
Rachael went over her lists of the subjects, media, and styles she wanted them 
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to especially watch for. Before eight o’clock arrived, they had their luggage 
back in the van and their clipboards in hand, waiting for the galleries to open. 

“Sarah, will you take the small one there at the end of the street? It has 
stained glass stuff too. Watch for anything special. Shawn, across the street 
over there is yours. It looks like it’s opening up now. All of them will take our 
debit card, so just get ready and Ill be around to finalize your lists as soon as I 
can. Id like to be on the road by nine.” 

Sarah walked slowly to her assigned gallery, window-shopping along the 
way. She arrived just as the door was being unlocked. 

“Well, good morning, little girl! Are you here with your parents?” a large 
lady said. 

“No, just my friends.” 

“Normally we don’t let children in the store without their parents...” 

“Tm not a child today. I’m a buyer,” she said confidently and pulled a 
pamphlet about the Lyceum Gallery from under her note pad on her clipboard 
and handed it to the lady. 

“Well... just don’t touch anything!” 

“T promise.” 

Sarah started by scanning the stained glass works, aware that the ample 
lady was watching her every move. It was not a new situation for Sarah, and 
she knew how to handle it gracefully. Without showing her dislike for the 
lady, she noted the names, numbers, and asking prices of two unique and 
interesting works, and then turned her attention to the paintings and 
drawings. 

Sarah could hardly believe her eyes. In the year she had been helping 
Sister Rachael on her art buying trips, she had always been careful to only list 
items that she was sure her mentor would like. She felt she was still being just 
as careful, but found herself writing down every third or forth painting and 
drawing she came to. It was an art buyer’s feast, and even though the stained 
glass was high priced, the oils and acrylics and pastels and charcoals were less 
than most signed prints in Portland galleries. She kept writing, hoping 
Rachael wouldn’t have to spend too much time trimming her list. 

“Um, little girl, I just can’t believe you plan to buy all those works you are 
listing!” 
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“T can’t believe it either!” Sarah said in a genuinely astonished voice. 
“Where did you get all this good stuff? You have a couple of impressionistic 
acrylic artists who should definitely be showing in Portland, only one of whom 
I’ve heard of, and this surrealist who works in both pastels and oils is 
completely unknown. If I did want to get several of your works, can you offer 
me a volume discount?” 

The clerk was at a loss for words. She could see that there were a good six 
or seven items on Sarah’s list. “Well, um, perhaps five percent on purchases 
over a thousand dollars...” 

“And over two thousand?” 

The lady was almost beginning to salivate. “Oh, let’s say at least seven 
percent. No, eight.” 

Sarah wrote down the discount levels for Rachael to take into account. 
“Your stained glass is produced locally, isn’t it?” 

“Yes. Right here in Shaniko!” 

Sarah guessed that it was made by one or more of the lady’s relatives. 
“There are a couple of works I definitely want, but some of the rest is very 
interesting... not for our Gallery, but for general decoration. The prices are a 
little steep, though...” 

“Well, on the stained glass I can do better. Let’s say ten percent on any 
amount over five hundred dollars.” 

Sarah noted that. The two items she had already listed came to nearly that 
much. She began a secondary list of interesting glass items, including a 
couple of light fixtures that were just begging to be installed in the Lyceum 
Lodge. 

The door opened and Rachael and Shawn entered. “I hope you had better 
luck than either of us,” Rachael said, accepting Sarah’s clipboard. 

“T think so,” was all Sarah said. 

The room was deathly quiet as Rachael and Shawn looked at each item. 
Sarah turned a rack of post cards. Finally the two older buyers arrived at the 
stained glass, and the large lady almost stopped breathing. Her year of poor 
sales might, just might, be ending on a more pleasant note. At last Rachael 
and Shawn approached the counter, but did not yet turn to the proprietor. 
They looked at little Sarah standing there admiring a post card. 
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“Sarah, Sarah, you have done it again!” Rachael said with disappointment 
in her voice. The gallery owner’s face dropped. “You have been much too 
conservative. I had to add to your list a drawing, a small sculpture I don’t 
think you even saw, and a stained glass religious item that Shawn noticed.” 

Sarah was holding in a smile. “Sculpture just isn’t my thing, I guess.” 

“And, of course, that makes your discount information incomplete. You 
don’t have a discount level here for three thousand...” 

“Oh, well, how does ten percent sound?” the lady said, wondering whether 
it would be best to change her underwear now or after the sale was completed. 

“That sounds very good,” Rachael said. “And I want to arrange to meet 
two of these unknown artists...” 

* 

When they finally got everything packed and paid for, they were behind 
schedule, but Rachael thought they could make it up in the next few towns. 
Sarah poked through the bag of small stained glass items, candy bars, post 
cards, candles, and other goodies the lady had given her. Rachael explained 
to Shawn, who was then driving, that they shouldn’t let the interior of the van 
get above seventy degrees for the remainder of the trip. He set the 
environmental controls appropriately. 

They discussed the works they had purchased, and the artists they wanted 
to learn more about, as they descended into the gorge of the John Day River. 
As the van climbed up the other side, Rachael described the shows she had 
planned for the upcoming year, and how the works of one of the newly-found 
artists just might fit in very well. 

The towns of Fossil and Condon, each with only a single gallery, did indeed 
yield little compared to their earlier find, but were worth the drive. Both 
galleries doubled as antique shops, and Rachael picked up an item of red glass 
with her own funds. By the time they entered Heppner at a few minutes past 
noon, they were back on schedule, and the day had become clear and warm, 
forcing Shawn to leave the engine running while they ate lunch and picked up 
two very interesting paintings in the gallery. 

A narrow road over a mountain and through a forest brought them to 
Ukiah, where it was Shawn’s turn to have some luck. A series of 
impressionistic space exploration scenes by a single artist almost jumped off 
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the wall at him, and he had trouble giving any attention to the rest of his 
section of the gallery. But he finally added one other item to his list, and went 
looking for Rachael. 

He found her standing before a bronze statue of a dancing piper. It was 
about a meter high, well executed, and full of life. She seemed entranced by it. 

“Are you going to get it?” he asked. 

“Tl know in a moment. It’s a copy of a larger one in Salzberg, Austria.” 

Soon an elderly man limped toward them. “Yes, my son will be right over 
to build a box for it. He works at the garage, but business is slow right now, 
and he’s good with a hammer and nails.” 

“Excellent,” Rachael said. “But we need it done by three o’clock. In the 
mean time, I'll see what else my assistants have found. It looks like we'll be 
spending about three thousand five hundred,” she said, glancing at Shawn’s 
and Sarah’s clipboards, and then looking at the man for a firm commitment 
on the completion of the box. 

“Yes, I’m sure Frankie can have your box made by three o’clock.” 

“Behind schedule again?” Sarah asked when the clerk had left. 

“Not much. We'll need a space about two feet square in the middle of the 
van. Would you and Shawn take care of that while I look at your finds? But 
remember to work with the doors closed so nothing gets hot.” 

“We will!” 

It was the first time Shawn and Sarah had worked closely together at a 
difficult task, and juggling all the art cases around to make room for the 
statue, without being able to open the doors for more than a moment, was a 
severe challenge of cooperation and communication. But they managed it, 
and were finishing just as a burly man in mechanic’s overalls carted the 
bronze statue, well supported in a wooden framework, to the van and wrestled 
it into the space they had cleared. Art cases containing the other items 
followed, and the sliding door was quickly shut. 

Rachael drove, as she wanted to get in the door of at least one of the 
galleries at their last stop of the day before closing time. They raced 
southward, in and out of canyons and over a pine-covered mountain, 
discussing the works they did buy and the ones they didn’t buy as they drove, 
arriving in the town of John Day at about 4:30. 
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The first gallery they tried turned out to be very poorly stocked, and by the 
time they realized that fact, a telephone call revealed that the other one was 
already closed. They purchased a small drawing, more to thank the owner for 
staying open past closing time than to enhance their collection. 

Laughter filled the van as they drove slowly down the street, laughter that 
released all the stress and tension of the day, always wondering if they were 
using Lyceum’s money properly, always hurrying to stay on schedule, always 
struggling to keep the art works cool and protected. 

They found a museum open where a Chinese herbalist had once practiced, 
and then treated themselves to a tasty dinner of prime rib and shrimp, before 
checking into a cozy motel and renting a good movie. By the time the movie 
was over, Rachael and Shawn were yawning. Suddenly Shawn felt guilty, 
remembering that Sarah had spent the previous night completely alone. 

“What are you doing tonight, Sarah?” he asked. 

“There’s a trail along the river, and the moon’s almost up. Maybe I'll find 
some berries!” 

With mixed feelings, he said, “Don’t you get scared being alone at night? I 
could go with you...?” 

“T don’t get scared. I can walk quieter and hide better than anyone else 
who’s out at night. But you can come with me if you want to.” 

Shawn wasn’t sure what he had just gotten himself into, but whatever it 
was, there was no way to honorably back out now. He changed into casual 
clothes, grabbed his coat and wallet, and they said good night to Rachael, who 
was planning a hot shower and a deep sleep. 

They found the riverside path easily enough, and randomly decided to go 
downstream. Sarah’s keen eyes spotted apples and blackberries, and they 
sampled them as they walked. After they had left the town behind, the 
surrounding hills stood out brilliantly in the white moonlight. Only once did 
Sarah grab Shawn’s hand and pull him into a hiding place. A minute later a 
man rode by on a bicycle. 

After they had gone about four miles, Shawn’s feet were getting sore. 
Sarah seemed to know, and proposed they turn back. When they finally 
returned to the center of town, Shawn spotted an all-night cafe and pulled 
Sarah in that direction. They laughed and talked over pieces of pie as two 
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a.m. approached. Shawn had never had such sore feet before. Neither had he 
ever felt so happy. 

In the motel room, Sarah picked up her book as Shawn took a shower and 
fell into bed. As soon as he was fast asleep and she had finished another 
chapter, she slipped back out the door, this time going upstream along the 
river. Hours later she returned with a bag full of apples and plums. 


After breakfast, the second gallery proved to be much more fruitful than 
the first, yielding two paintings and a drawing, and they were beginning to 
wonder where they were going to put things if they found many more good art 
pieces at such excellent prices. The gallery facilitated a phone call to one of 
the artists, but a visit would not be possible until a future trip. 

They munched on plums during the long drive to Dayville, where they 
were welcomed into the home of an artist, a short little black-haired lady who 
was already represented in both the Lyceum Collection and the Gallery. Her 
display room also contained works from other artists who lived out of town. 
One sculpture and one painting were added to the back of the van, and 
Rachael expressed keen interest in a work that was still in progress. 

The town of Mitchell provided them with snacks and they took a side trip 
to see the nearby Painted Hills, but the place that used to be a gallery had 
changed hands and now carried only crafts and souvenirs. Shawn bought 
small gifts for Ashley and Liberty, and they headed southwest over the Ochoco 
Mountains. 

Prineville was the largest town they had visited yet, but after some 
excellent Mexican food for lunch, they found only one piece of art they wanted 
to take back to Lyceum, although the names of two other artists were added to 
Rachael’s notebook for future consideration. After the painting was loaded, 
nothing else would fit in the cargo area of the van, and one small sculpture 
was even sitting in a box on the front seat, held in place with a shoulder strap. 

As mid-afternoon approached, they pointed the loaded vehicle and its 
valuable cargo toward home. All three were feeling numb from looking at so 
much art, and didn’t feel they could make clear decisions any longer. Shawn 
and Rachael took turns driving, and they stopped for dinner in the Warm 
Springs Nation, but no one was up to quick-witted games of Twenty Questions 
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or deep political discussions. 

As Rachael drove the last thirty miles to Lyceum, Shawn sat beside Sarah, 
wondering if he was really so lacking in companionship as he had thought, 
pondering the possibility that God was giving him everything he needed, but 
he was just being a little slow in recognizing it. 


* Ok OK 


Lyceum Challenge 197 


Chapter 15: Ascending to New Heights 


At breakfast the morning after her return from Seattle, Ashley learned the 
bad news. 

“She got here Saturday, but has only visited me once,” Jenny said. “She’s 
staying for two weeks — said she conned the office into combining her 
September week and her October week so she wouldn’t have to do so much 
traveling. Would you pass me some cantaloupe?” 

“Are you glad she’s here?” Ashley asked, holding the serving bowl as Jenny 
stabbed herself several chunks of fruit. 

“Oh, I guess. I know she doesn’t want to spend much time with me, and 
that’s okay. I have things to do. There’s a planetarium show I want to see this 
morning, and we’re doing a re-take of Voice Three this afternoon. Brother 
Chad is changing my computerized recorder so it'll shift octaves like a flute. 
And I’m having dinner with Brian tonight and then we're going on a walk. 
Want some bacon?” 

“Just one. Thanks. Brian’s sweet, isn’t he?” 

“Yeah. I’m glad you already have a boyfriend, ‘cause he’s the same age as 
you!” 

Ashley sat for a moment in silence, remembering her bitter-sweet 
weekend. “Tim is enough for me. With gymnastics and classes and 
everything, I’d never have time for two!” 

They both snickered. 

“Brother Chad is teaching me how to use the editing computer when we’re 
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tired of recording. I never thought it would be so tricky! I’ve recorded Voice 
One three times now, and every time the computer finds places where it isn’t 
quite the same as the other times, I have to decide which is right. I’m starting 
to be able to fix those places myself while he does other things like work on 
my recorder.” 

Just then a man stooped down between Ashley and Jenny. 

“Hi, Doctor Kenneth!” 

“Hi, Jenny! You have hydrotherapy at nine o’clock today, right?” 

“You mean swimming? Yep! I'll be there, as long as I’m done by ten so I 
can go to the Planetarium!” 

“No problem. Ashley, I just posted a private message to you. Nothing 
urgent, just some information I wanted you to be aware of.” 

“Okay, I'll read it right after breakfast.” 

“See you ladies later!” 

“Bye, Doctor Kenneth!” 

“T like him a lot,” Ashley said, “but mostly I go see Brother Howard, “cause 
he knows all about muscles and bones. Would you pass me that pitcher of 
O.J. please?” 

“T made another friend in the Hospice Center! A lady who’s working on 
finishing a book before she dies.” 

“Wow! You're friends with everyone there, aren’t you?” 

“All except the really quiet man who goes to the labs every day. It sure is 
different then the nursing home. Everyone’s smart and nice.” 

“Like you!” Ashley said. 

Jenny blushed. 

* 

When Ashley stopped by a computer screen and learned that Brother 
Kenneth had managed to put Jenny’s mother on a diet without her realizing 
it, she laughed out loud. He had set up a system where she could either have 
large portions and no between-meal snacks, or medium portions with snacks. 
And most of her food was being specially made to be low-calorie and high- 
fiber, all without it looking any different from anything else being served. 

He also noted that Jenny loved the hydrotherapy, and that it helped to 
keep her from wanting to work on her music all day long. But he didn’t expect 


Lyceum Challenge 199 


it to change the growth rate of her tumors. He still had hopes for some new 
herbs, however, that Sister Marscha was trying. He would keep her posted. 

Ashley sent a note back to Brother Kenneth thanking him for the 
information, and headed for Procedures class. 

* 

The final days of September had turned rainy, but the three friends were 
all in good spirits. Between coaching and weekend missions, Wednesdays 
were often Ashley’s only days to go to dinner with everyone else, and so the 
trio of friends had established a tradition of sitting together on that day of the 
week. On other days Liberty might be found with Nancy or Jason, Shawn 
might sit with Jacob, or with Rachael and Sarah. But Wednesdays were just 
for the three who had dragged each other through evaluation week and been 
accepted together. 

On that particular Wednesday the three friends received a special surprise 
at dinner time. 

“Brothers and Sisters, it is my great honor to introduce to you three new 
members of Lyceum. Brother Aaron, please stand up.” 

Everyone clapped, but Liberty, Shawn, and Ashley especially were 
grinning from ear to ear, remembering all the help and support the quiet man 
had given the three youth during their shared evaluation week. Shawn 
especially remembered his patient explanations of engineering concepts 
during their construction project. 

“Sister Ludmilla, please stand up.” 

Liberty was excited, remembering the gentle yet competent organizational 
skills the lady from Russia had shown. It made her want to work even harder 
in her Russian language class. 

“Brother Roland, please stand up.” 

The applause continued. The three youth did not remember Roland so 
clearly, as none of them had had any unique personal contact with him during 
their evaluation week, but they shared in the general welcome. 

The meal was an excellent one, and the trio reminisced about their 
evaluation week together, which now seemed so long ago, as they enjoyed 
tasty spare ribs and corn on the cob, salad and home-made bread. They all 
planned to attend the reception that evening for the three new members. 
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Several announcements were made that were either routine or didn’t effect 
the three youth, but one brought their heads up. 

“Here’s something that effects everyone, Brothers and Sisters. Our 
sometimes beloved, occasionally dreaded Inspector, Brother Carlos...” the 
announcer said, smiling at a Hispanic man sitting near, “...would like us to 
have a few days without electricity.” 

The four hundred and twenty-two members fell silent for more details. 

“He believes, and he is right, that we have become a little too dependent on 
the Power Grid, and need to practice our procedures for switching to local 
reserves. We also need to update our awareness of what services we can and 
cannot provide with our own power. Finally, we have some new high voltage 
transformers to install, and it will be an excellent time to get that done as well. 
This black-out drill will take place from noon, November sixth, a Monday, to 
noon, November tenth, a Friday. A detailed schedule of the drill will be on the 
computer system by tomorrow, and it will include simulations of several 
things that can happen on the Grid, like brown-outs and voltage spikes.” 

A moan ran through the room. 

“Yes, Brothers and Sisters, we will lose some pieces of sensitive equipment, 
unless of course we get them properly protected first. We have almost no 
reservations during that week, and we are contacting those to make alternate 
plans if the drill would be too inconvenient. We will only be accepting new 
reservations with a complete understanding of what will be taking place...” 

Liberty and Ashley looked at each other. “Sounds like fun!” Liberty said. 

Shawn was rolling over in his mind how it would effect him. The Library 
could probably stay open in the evening by candle light, but he wasn’t sure 
about the Labs. Then he had a terrible thought. 

“Ashley, what about Jenny’s music? She won’t want to miss an entire 
week of working on it!” 

“Youre right!” Ashley said. 

Liberty knew the answer. “Her recording and editing just requires 
powering one computer. I’m sure they'll put it on one of the emergency 
systems. There are three of them. There’s a jet turbine that'll power the 
whole place, but it drinks fuel like I drink mango juice.” 

Ashley laughed, knowing Liberty’s intake of mango juice since she quit 
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coffee. 

“Then there’s a ten kilowatt system that can be powered from a propane 
turbine or from the solar panels on a bright day. And there’s a one kilowatt 
system that can be kept going all the time with panels and batteries, but it'll 
only handle the security computers and important things like that. It can 
even power the lights on one landing pad long enough to get a helicopter 
down.” 

“Some of my classes will be by candle light!” Shawn said. 

“Mine, too,” Ashley said. “I’m sure glad there are skylights in the gym!” 

The other two laughed. 

* 

The rain let up somewhat in early October, and the Pacific Northwest even 
received some unexpected sunshine. By that time the deciduous trees were 
well into their color changes, from the browns and reds of the maples, to the 
deep purples of the plum trees. 

In the Horse Barn, Lyceum’s oldest and most gentle pair of horses stood 
saddled and ready, nonchalantly chewing some molasses-coated grain. 
Liberty sat on a bench, breathing deeply. Jason sat beside her, making use of 
the nearly infinite patience he had learned by working with animals. 

Liberty got up and went to the horse named Toby for the third or fourth 
time. “I feel so silly! And to think this was my idea. I feel fine just standing 
here, looking straight at old Toby, like I was getting ready to brush him or 
something. But then I look up at the saddle, and think about climbing into it, 
and my stomach starts twisting, and I start sweating. I’m sorry, Jason. I’m 
just wasting your time.” 

“T like wasting time with you. You have me for two and a half more hours, 
and then I have to go to work.” 

“A horse just isn’t like a helicopter. In the simulator, I touch the controls, 
and it goes where I want it to. But a horse has a mind of its own! I keep 
imagining the horse wanting to go off at a gallop, leaving me impaled in a 
tree!” 

That image gave Jason an idea. “So, you want to fly real helicopters 
someday, right?” 

“Yes! I take my first training flight this month.” 
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“You want to be a good pilot, right?” 

“Of course!” 

“Well, someday you're going to be up there in your helicopter, maybe with 
a bunch of people you care about as passengers, and something’s going to go 
wrong. Something’s going to break. All of a sudden your helicopter isn’t 
going to fly like it’s supposed to, it isn’t going to do exactly what you want. 
You, the pilot, will have your life and all those people’s lives in your hands. 
You'll have to figure out what your broken machine can still do, and figure out 
how to get it safely to the ground with those impaired abilities, and figure all 
of that out FAST.” 

He paused to let his analogy sink in. 

“Think of the horse as a simulator for an imperfectly working machine. 
There are several levels of difficulty in this simulator. Toby is level one. 
Blackberry over there in the pasture is level nine.” 

“Isn't that Sarah’s horse?” 

“Sort of. There are three people who can ride her, but Sarah takes care of 
her most of the time. That horse has never been saddled. I would not want to 
be the person to make the mistake of trying to put one on her.” 

Liberty stood up and looked at Toby again. Level one, huh? She didn’t feel 
jealous of Sarah. She had absolutely no fantasies of ever riding a horse like 
Blackberry. But she did very much want to be the best possible helicopter 
pilot. She put her left foot in the stirrup, grabbed the saddle horn, closed her 
eyes and pulled herself up. 

Jason didn’t laugh... much. It took a couple of minutes to get Liberty from 
laying across the saddle like a sack of potatoes to sitting upright, but he 
managed it. Toby didn’t take a step during the whole process. Jason was 
glad, but surprised. He considered taking the horse’s vital signs, but then 
figured that since the large animal’s mouth was still chewing his grain, he 
must be alive. 

He looked up at Liberty, who appeared to be steeled for some dire fate. 
“You okay?” 

“'m more comfortable on the end of the tall ladder up on the ceiling of the 
Ecumenical Temple juggling three spotlights!” 

Jason chuckled as he swung himself onto his horse. 
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“Will I ever be able to do it like that?” she asked. 

“Yeah. Next time we ride. Day after tomorrow.” 

“Oh, really?” 

“Yep. Don’t forget, I know your schedule almost as well as you do!” 

She giggled. 

“That’s it, loosen up! You look stiff as a barn board!” 

One of the reasons he had placed Liberty on Toby was because Toby would 
always follow Rosie, the horse he was riding. He reined Rosie toward the barn 
door and, as he expected, Toby followed. 

“Oh my God! He’s moving!” Liberty said in a panic. 

“Yes. That is the general idea of riding horses.” 

Jason walked Rosie slowly around the pasture as Liberty got used to her 
first mount. She wasn’t sure she breathed during the first lap, but finally 
discovered that at least that level of survival was possible on horseback. Air 
back in her lungs, she turned to solving other problems, like convincing 
herself that the saddle wasn’t going to slide off and dump her between the 
horse’s legs. 

By the fourth time around, Jason could tell that she was loosening up a 
little, so he guided Rosie toward the gate. “Opening and closing a gate from a 
horse’s back is very tricky. Don’t try it until you’re much more comfortable in 
the saddle. It’s easy to hurt yourself or the horse.” 

“IT promise,” Liberty said, content to let Toby take her where he would, 
which was always directly behind Rosie. 

For the next hour and a half they walked their horses through the woods of 
Lyceum. Jason spoke little, knowing Liberty had to work through her own 
fears about being on horseback. He was becoming very fond of that girl, and 
everyone at Lyceum knew that they saw each other often. He didn’t quite 
understand how she could be so good at animal care and so afraid of them in 
other situations, but he was glad she was willing to learn. 

By the time they returned to the Horse Barn, Liberty was looking much 
happier. To Jason’s relief, she was even able to dismount without mimicking 
a sack of potatoes falling to the ground. When both horses had been 
unsaddled, brushed, and fed, she stood facing Jason, a humble look on her 
face. 
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“Thank you,” she said. 

“You're welcome.” 

She took a step closer to him, kissed him on the cheek, and ran off toward 
her residence hall. 

If someone who knew of Liberty’s past had witnessed her slowly unfolding 
relationship with Jason, they would have thought she was just pretending to 
be sweet and innocent for some manipulative purpose. They would have been 
wrong. Liberty Buchanan desperately needed to be a young girl again, falling 
in love for the first time. Her peace of mind and her sense of having a future 
to look forward to depended on succeeding at that renewal effort. 

Lyceum was helping, by being a new place where no one knew the details 
of her past love life. She had no deception or manipulation in mind. She had 
passed the Group A Virus Test, and that allowed her to forget all the dirtiness 
of the past. She genuinely was going through a complete transformation, even 
to the point of forgetting the names and the faces of the many lovers she had 
known. 

She had just kissed Jason for the first time. She truly wanted the memory 
of that kiss to linger in her heart for many days and weeks. 

* 

As the video came to an end, Shawn sat in awe of how much was known 
about the sub-atomic universe. All the different particles were fascinating to 
him, and how they had different energy levels, represented by size in the 
video, and different affinities for each other, represented by colors. It all 
seemed so real, like he had actually been shrunk down to sub-atomic size and 
had just wandered amongst protons and neutrons, electrons and positrons, 
muons and neutrinos. It was all so beautiful, so perfect, so revealing of the 
hand of God. 

“The particles you have just seen do not exist,” Sister Sheena began as the 
lights came up. 

Shawn felt wounded. 

“They were an attempt to understand an unseen, unseeable level of reality 
during the last century. They were a model, a theory. As experiment after 
experiment revealed new particles, the model became more and more 
complex, less and less elegant, more and more at odds with other 
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observational data, such as quantum experiments. The situation was almost 
an exact parallel to the early models, centuries before, of how the solar system 
worked. Every time a planet was not in the exact place it was expected to be, a 
new theoretical epicenter was added to the model of its orbit. Eventually we 
discovered, of course, that other gravitational bodies, most notably 
undiscovered planets and moons, were effecting the observed orbits. We can 
even go back to a time, if we want some comic relief, when the apparent 
retrograde motion of Mars was thought to be a real twist of some kind in the 
Red Planet’s orbit!” 

Most of the class laughed. Shawn and the other two new students didn’t. 

“Let’s watch it,” the teacher said, selecting a disk from a rack, and sliding it 
into the player. The lights dimmed, and the class watched a thirty second 
accelerated-time showing of Mars moving across the sky. Near the middle of 
the screen it slowed and stopped, did a shallow loop backwards for a few 
seconds, and then looped again and continued on its way. Several chuckles 
were heard. The lights came up. 

“Sister Heidi, would you please come to the board and explain the 
apparent retrograde motion of Mars for us?” 

“Me? Um... I barely understand it myself.” 

“I know. Teaching is the best way to nail down your understanding of 
something.” 

Sister Heidi came up, with some trepidation, and drew the sun, Earth, and 
Mars. About ten minutes later, with help from others, she was able to explain 
the illusion of Mars moving backwards in its orbit. Shawn sat with his mouth 
open. He could so easily imagine someone watching the sky back in biblical 
times and thinking that if they saw the ‘red star’ change direction, it surely 
must have done so. Who, without a modern science background and a 
passion for the truth, would have guessed it was an illusion? 

The discussion returned to the mythical epicenters of the planets for a few 
minutes to clear up some questions, and then to the more recent sub-atomic 
particles. The teacher brought out a chart showing them all, and it looked like 
the genealogy of one of Europe’s royal families. They spent most of the 
remainder of the class period discussing how myths are formed from 
imaginary constructs of the human mind to fit the available evidence, whether 
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those constructs are Gods, or epicenters, or particles. Sister Sheena ended the 
class with a warning. 

“Now that we have gone beyond the myth of the sub-atomic particles, we 
accurately understand what’s happening in the microcosmos, right?” 

Several heads nodded. Several didn’t. 

“Wrong. We have a new set of myths, our best guesses and models that we 
must have in order to think about and talk about things at all. But someday 
they too will be relegated to the trash heap and laughed about by our 
descendants. With that humbling thought, have a good morning, Brothers 
and Sisters.” 

On his way to Choir, Shawn decided he was going to like his Physics class. 

* 

“Where are we going?” Ashley demanded as she followed her two 
gymnastics team mates along a walking path through the woods. 

“To make use of your latest clearance!” Karen said. 

“Brother Faelan entered it in the computer system yesterday... at our 
request. Haven’t you seen it?” Tabitha said, a huge smirk on her face. 

“I just got a message from my friend Julie this morning, but I didn’t see 
anything about a new clearance!” 

“Tt’s on the miscellaneous information screen in the semi-private area of 
your file,” Karen said. 

“Tm not sure I’ve even seen that screen!” 

“No matter,” her team captain said. “We have arrived.” 

The path did a loop and continued on in the direction of one of Lyceum’s 
retreat centers, but a short branch of it ended in a wooden gate set in a moss- 
covered fence that zigzagged off through the woods in both directions. They 
approached. 

A sign announced that the gate led to the Garden of Endor, and went on to 
explain that use was by reservation only. The gate was locked, with a keypad 
for those knowing the proper access code. 

“You know,” Ashley said, “I have two history classes, but I’ve never heard 
of ‘Endor’ before...” 

“Tt’s some little town in the Bible, but our garden is named after a planet in 
an old space movie where little fuzzy things lived,” Karen said. “You have to 


Lyceum Challenge 207 


have clearance and a reservation to go inside.” She dug a piece of paper out of 
her pocket and tapped in the number she had written down. The gate clicked 
open. 

“I can understand why you’d need reservations, but why a clearance? 
There’s no other garden at Lyceum that requires a clearance!” 

“Because it’s dangerous!” Tabitha said in a spooky voice. 

Ashley’s eyes got big as she followed her friends inside. The click of the 
gate as it closed and locked itself behind them was ominous. 

“Um... how dangerous? I have a kitchen shift tonight...” 

Karen smiled. “No more dangerous than a gym. Come on!” 

After only about fifty yards, the path ended at a small clearing. The 
undergrowth was thick and no one would have been tempted to continue on 
foot without a machete. In the clearing were several benches and a wooden 
shelter that contained a picnic table, a plastic map of the entire garden, and an 
emergency telephone. Tabitha reached behind a large maple and a thick rope 
swung into view. Ashley looked up. About thirty feet above them it ended on 
a sturdy branch of the huge tree, and a narrow board walkway could be seen 
winding its way from there into the branches. 

“Wow!” Ashley said. 

“There’s not a lot of straight rope climbing, but the first section was done 
like this to discourage people who don’t have the skills for it,” Karen said, 
going to the map on the wall in the shelter. “The entire course goes higher 
than a hundred feet in the air, and there aren’t any mats or safety nets under 
you. Now do you see why you need a clearance?” 

“Yeah,” Ashley said, studying the map. “Looks neat!” 

Even as Karen and Ashley looked at the overall plan of the challenging 
course, Tabitha ascended the first rope. “I'll wait at the first platform!” she 
called down. 

“Never come here alone, or go farther from your companions than one 
platform!” Karen said. 

“T promise!” Ashley said, walking back out to the rope and taking ahold. It 
was a perfect climbing size, just like the ones in the gym. She worked her way 
up and onto the narrow walkway. It was sturdy and had rope handholds, but 
was definitely no place to goof off, Ashley decided. 
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She waited until Karen was up the rope, and then moved along the walk 
where she soon found Tabitha sitting on a wooden platform that would hold 
five or six people. It had a strong railing with two gaps in it, one for the 
walkway from which they had come, another that just led out into thin air. 

“Now where?” Ashley asked when they had all gathered. 

“See the string?” 

Ashley looked. A thin cord did indeed swing out from the railing beside 
the other gap. 

“Pull on it,” Karen said. 

Ashley did. Soon a thick rope came into view. She kept pulling until she 
had the rope in her hands. A knot was tied in it near the end. She smiled. 

“This isn’t a climbing rope, it’s a swing, Karen said. “Never hold on 
anywhere but the knot, or you could miss the landing, and it’s forty feet in the 
air.” 

Ashley looked across. She could see the landing platform on the side of a 
tall pine tree. 

“And always make sure the string is laying loosely with no one standing on 
it,” Karen continued. “I'll go first this time.” 

The team captain piled the pull-back cord loosely on the platform and 
looked at her companions. “Clear?” 

“Clear!” they both said. 

She got a good hold on the rope just above the knot and lifted her feet off 
the platform, allowing herself to begin sailing through the fifty or sixty feet of 
space between the two trees. Ashley watched as she landed gracefully on the 
far platform, letting the rope fall back toward the watchers. 

“Always let the rope go when you land. It’s heavy enough to jerk you 
backwards off the platform if you try to hold onto it!” Tabitha said. 

Ashley nodded, and then pulled on the cord, piling it loosely as she had 
seen Karen do. Then she took hold of the rope and looked back at Tabitha. 
“Clear?” 

“Clear!” 

Just as she had watched her thirteen-year-old friend do, she lifted her feet 
and let the rope take her. She was amazed at how quickly she swooped across 
the intervening space, and before she knew it, she was approaching the 
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platform. 

“Release!” Karen called, and Ashley instantly obeyed. Her landing wasn’t 
as graceful as Karen’s, but she immediately knew why. She had let go of the 
rope an instant too late, and it had given her a slight backwards tug. She 
would correct her timing on the next swing. She watched Tabitha’s landing to 
firm up her mental image of what she needed to be doing. 

Next came a stair that wound its way up the pine tree, a rope handhold 
along the outside. Easy, but still not a place to be careless. When they arrived 
at the next platform, they were about sixty feet in the air. 

This platform was larger and included a partial roof and another 
telephone, and it had two ways they could go, one a swing and one a traverse 
that sloped down to a lower platform in a maple. As Ashley was feeling fine, 
they picked the swing. 

This time Karen purposefully missed her landing to show Ashley the 
rescue procedure for someone stranded on a swing. As the human pendulum 
began to settle toward the middle of the space, she climbed up the rope so that 
she could rest with the knot under her feet. After a couple of minutes the 
swing was almost completely still, with Karen standing in mid-air about fifty 
feet above the ground, thin cords going off in both directions. Climbing up 
would accomplish nothing but bring her to a lone branch about ninety feet up 
in a pine tree. 

Then Tabitha started tugging on the pull-back cord, just a little each time, 
to start Karen swinging back and forth. With each swing she added a little 
energy, until finally her friend was nearing the platform where Ashley 
watched. 

“About two more!” Karen called, climbing back down to the hanging 
position. “One more!” she said as Tabitha gave a last tug. And on the next 
pass, Karen let go and landed safely back on the platform. 

“Hooray!” Ashley yelled, clapping and jumping up and down. 

“The first time it happened to me, I didn’t know what to do,” Karen said. 
“I was scared. Luckily the person I was with knew.” 

The demonstration rescue complete, they all swung across to the next 
platform and found a rope ladder that took them higher in the tree, then a 
narrow walkway to another small platform, and then a short swing. By then 
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Ashley’s landings were looking very good. A small sign informed them they 
were eighty-eight feet from the ground, and a small shelter contained another 
emergency telephone. Again two ways were possible, a metal slide that 
snaked downward, and a balance beam with rope handholds that crossed to 
the next tree. Tabitha brought three apples out of the little pack on her back. 

“T don’t care if you're Nadia Comaneci, we don’t do any tricks on that 
balance beam!” Karen said. 

“Noooo problem!” Ashley said, peering over the edge at the ground far 
below. “Where does the slide go?” 

“All the way down,” Tabitha said. “We'll take it later. There are no more 
swings until we get down lower — it’s ladders and ropes from here to the top!” 

Their apples finished, they crossed the beam, one at a time, and then 
climbed about fifteen feet straight up a rope. They were now higher than 
many of the tall trees, but there were several old giants in that part of the 
forest that went still higher. They came to a rope walk that gave Ashley the 
creeps. 

“Spooky looking, isn’t it?” Tabitha said, sitting down beside her on the 
platform. 

“Yeah. How high are we?” 

“About a hundred and five,” Tabitha said. “It’s not as bad as it looks. You 
just walk sideways, hold onto the upper rope, and don’t do anything dumb.” 

“Use the same technique that mountain climbers use,” Karen said, starting 
across the rope. “You’ve got four things to climb with, two hands and two 
feet. You have to move one of them to get anywhere. Another one might slip, 
and that leaves you two. So never purposefully move more than one thing at a 
time.” She arrived at the far side and hugged the tapering trunk of the tall 
tree. 

Ashley started across. They were right — it was easy. Then she looked 
down. She almost expected to feel dizzy, but didn’t. A question came to her. 
“Hey Karen, if I fell from here, what’s the best way to land?” 

“T don’t know. Please don’t try it. No mats, remember?” 

“T was just curious.” She continued across and also felt compelled to hug 
the tree on the far side. 

Tabitha crossed and they gathered around the rope ladder at the other side 
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of the small platform. 

“Up there is the top. You want to go first, Tabby?” Karen said. 

“Sure. After a rest. That rope walk always makes me super-careful for 
awhile.” 

“Me too,” Karen said, holding the platform rail with one hand. 

A couple of minutes later, Tabitha slowly climbed up the rope ladder. 
Ashley followed, and finally Karen, and they all squeezed into the little crow’s 
nest of a platform at one hundred and twenty feet above the ground. There 
was no shelter, and a fresh breeze blew in their faces. They could feel the 
slight sway of the tall pine tree, which went up another twenty or thirty feet. 

None of them spoke, as words seemed unnecessary in such a challenging, 
potentially dangerous place. They looked at each other and smiled. They had 
worked together almost every day to hone their bodies for gymnastics, and 
now they had ascended far higher in the trees than most people dared, aware 
that any one of them could have made a mistake along the way, a mistake that 
could have been fatal for self or friend. 

And they still had to get down. They had trusted each other with their 
lives, and would continue to do so today and back in the gym tomorrow. 

* 

After they had gazed and pondered their fill at the very top of the Garden 
of Endor, Ashley was somewhat glad to discover that there was an alternative 
to the rope crossing. Another, longer, rope ladder went down on the opposite 
side of the tree, and this they took, one by one. 

A few minutes later they were back at the top of the long slide that went 
from eighty-eight feet to the ground. It had high sides so there was no danger 
of falling off. “Weeeeee!” Karen yelled as she slid to the bottom. 

Standing on solid ground again felt very good, but after a rest, they again 
took to the trees to swing and traverse to new platforms, balance on different 
beams and ropes, and slide down other slides. It wasn’t until four o’clock was 
approaching and Ashley had to get ready for work that they finally shimmied 
down the last rope and went through the locked gate. They sang an old 
walking song as they approached the main campus, and embraced each other 
before heading off to different activities. 

That evening after her kitchen shift, Ashley was curious. She stopped at a 
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computer and accessed her files. There it was, in the semi-private area, on the 
miscellaneous information screen, dated the day before and bearing Coach 
Faelan’s initials: Garden of Endor Clearance. She smiled, pressed the Reset 
key, and headed off to Fantasia Hall to watch a movie. 

* 

When Shawn had accepted Sarah’s invitation to go horseback riding, he 
had imagined the slow, spiritless ponies at the county fair that his parents 
would let him ride every year from about age five to age eleven. At age twelve, 
they had started to look pretty small and uninteresting. 

Now he stood with Sarah in the pasture, brushing the two tallest, 
spunkiest mares he had ever seen, not counting rodeo bucking broncos and 
wild horses themselves. He didn’t at all feel sure of himself, but Sarah’s 
confidence in herself and in him seemed to be complete, so he was doing his 
best to keep his doubts under control. 

“T can tell Raspberry likes you already. She doesn’t let just anyone brush 
her, you know.” 

“What does she do when she doesn’t like someone?” 

“Her ears go flat, and she stands up on her hind legs and paws the air, and 
if you know what’s good for you, you leave. Keep talking to her so she can get 
used to your voice. Blackberry likes you too, but she’s even pickier about who 
she lets ride.” 

“You sure are a pretty animal, Raspberry. I’ve always admired the 
strength and gracefulness of horses, and both you and your friend Blackberry 
are about the strongest and most beautiful I’ve ever seen. Would you like to 
have your front legs brushed too?” 

At that moment the mare made a low sound in her throat and lifted the 
front leg nearest Shawn. His mouth fell open. “Am I imagining things, or did 
she answer me?” 

“She said yes, just be careful around the left knee. It’s still sore from a bee 
sting.” 

“Oh,” Shawn said, feeling it was best to play along. “Well, Raspberry, I’ve 
had bee stings too, and I know how much they can hurt. I'll be very careful. 
Which do you like better, Raspberry, English or Western saddles?” 

Suddenly the horse darted forward several yards, almost knocking Shawn 
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over. Sarah giggled. Blackberry was looking directly at Shawn, as if taking 
aim. 

“Are you okay?” she asked through her giggles. 

“Did I say something wrong?” 

“Yep! Blackberry and Raspberry don’t use saddles. They only allow 
bareback riding, and then only people they like. Now you have to apologize.” 

Shawn considered the situation. At first it felt silly to apologize to a horse. 
Then he reminded himself that said horse was taller, faster, and far stronger 
than he, and could easily catch him before he could get to any fence and 
pound him into mush. Also, said horse had a friend who was still staring at 
him and was capable of doing the same. He decided humility was best. 

“Tm sorry, Raspberry. I’m just a city boy who isn’t used to these things. 
Sarah is teaching me about you guys, but I don’t know everything yet. I would 
love to be able to ride with Sarah, but if you’d prefer I didn’t, I'll understand. 
It doesn’t matter to me whether I use a saddle or not.” 

Raspberry, to Shawn’s amazement, ambled back over and made another 
low noise, at the same time revealing a mouthful of huge teeth that Shawn 
mentally added to his list of reasons for humility. “Have I been forgiven?” 

“You can tell.” 

“T think I have been. Thank you, Raspberry,” he said, stroking her neck. “I 
will never do anything to knowingly offend you, or Blackberry, or Strawberry, 
or Sarah, or any of your other friends, and if I occasionally say something 
wrong out of ignorance, I beg your forgiveness.” 

Sarah walked over to Raspberry. “The nice thing about riding a smart 
horse bareback is that you don’t have to know anything. If they want you on 
their back, you'll be fine, and if they don’t, you’re in trouble, no matter how 
much you know.” 

She stroked the mares cheeks silently for a few moments, gazing into the 
black, fathomless eyes of the tall animal. “Come, Shawn. Ask her.” 

Shawn also touched the mares cheeks and gazed into her eyes. He was 
surprised at the words that came out of his mouth. “As one humble creature 
of God to another, Raspberry, I ask your permission to ride, and in return, I'll 
do whatever I can for you.” 

The horse stretched her neck forward and nibbled on his shoulder, making 
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a slight sound. 

“Carrots,” Sarah said. 

“Huh?” 

“She wants you to bring her carrots.” 

“Right now?” 

“No. When you have a chance. Right now you can ride.” 

“Really? Wow. How dol... get on?” 

Sarah giggled. “If you want to, you can start from the fence.” 

“Um... sounds like a good idea.” He walked over to the nearest fence and 
climbed to the top. Without a word from anyone, Raspberry walked over and 
stood beside him. A moment later he was on her back. 

“Remember, you're riding, not driving. Raspberry decides where she’s 
going, when to go and when to stop. She doesn’t like people yelling ‘giddy-up’ 
and ‘whoa’ and things like that.” 

“My lips are sealed!” 

“Watch as I get on. You reach over the neck ridge and pull your body up, 
just slipping your leg over. Stay flat and close to the horse until youre all the 
way on.” 

“Looks easy.” 

“T started with the fence, too,” she said with a smile. 

Sarah opened the gate, and side by side they walked the trails of Lyceum. 
Sarah showed Shawn how to lay forward and grip the horses neck in case the 
animals decided to run somewhere. Not long after that both horses broke into 
a cantor, coming to a stop when they had arrived at a favorite patch of grass. 
Sarah laughed. Shawn tried to see the humor in the situation. 

By the time they returned to the pasture, Shawn had been introduced to 
several trails, a stream, and numerous seemingly delicious patches of grass, 
all of which were new to him. He thanked Raspberry cordially and slid off her 
back. She whinnied loudly. 

“Don’t forget the carrots!” Sarah translated. 

Shawn was back within ten minutes, pockets bulging with orange roots. 
He gave one to each horse, but had an entire half dozen for Raspberry. That, 


he thought, was the humblest, and safest, thing to do. 
* 
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Shortly after the middle of October, the rains returned to the Pacific 
Northwest in earnest. Jenny’s mother had gone back to Rapid City more than 
a week before, and Jenny was working on the initial recording of Voices Four 
and Five. 

It was three o’clock and Ashley and her fellow elite gymnasts had just 
finished their warm-ups and basic skills work. Coach Faelan stepped out of 
the gym office, a letter in his hand. 

“Find a mat, ladies. I have some important news.” 

They all plopped down on a mat off to one side and nonchalantly did some 
stretching. After getting Sister Shannon from the far end of the gym, he 
joined them. 

“Have you all heard of the Chunichi Cup?” 

“Of course,” Karen said. 

“Early December,” Tabitha said. 

“Tokyo,” Ashley added. 

“Televised,” Tabitha remembered. 

“Strictly invitational,” Karen said. 

“Prizes up around one hundred thousand for the medallists,” Sister 
Shannon added. 

“You are all correct,” the coach said. “Very prestigious. They can invite 
whoever they want, and only who they want. They always invite several 
leading Russian gymnasts, a sprinkling of other Europeans, and of course 
plenty of Asians. Few American gymnasts are seen there. This year they are 
inviting four Americans, our national champion... and you three.” 

Open mouths slowly changed into grins. 

“Oh my God!” Karen said. “The Chunichi Cup. How... how on Earth did 
we get invited?” 

“Some members of their committee just happened to be at Disneyland 
when you did that demo. Pure accident. They were very impressed by your 
show, and when I told them you were full-time members of an international 
service organization that worked with the United Nations, they were even 
more impressed.” 

“We get to go to Japan?” Ashley said, incredulous. 

“You have been invited. If you want to go, it means serious training for the 
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next six weeks, training that'll make your regular schedule look like breakfast 
chores. It'll mean serious elite routines on all four apparatus. And it'll mean 
all of you. I won’t put out the effort and the expense for just part of a team.” 

“I'd be happy to put in some extra time,” Sister Shannon said. “If they 
make good use of it.” 

The three gymnasts looked at each other. All three were smiling. 

“My parents are visiting in late November, but they know I'll be busy,” 
Ashley said. “I’m game.” 

“I was going to go home for a week in early December, but I can do it some 
other time,” Tabitha said. “I’m in.” 

“My dad’s coming for Thanksgiving, but he can’t stay long,” Karen said. 
“Let’s make it a team!” 

“Okay!” Coach Faelan said. “I'll accept the invitation. You all have 
Saturday morning free as I remember. How about Sunday afternoons?” 

Tabitha nodded her head. 

“T get off work at one,” Karen said. 

“T go to work at four,” Ashley said. 

“Okay. Block out Saturdays eight to noon, Sundays one to four. Karen 
arrives a few minutes late, Ashley leaves a few minutes early. You all realize 
what this means, don’t you? Serious international, world-class exposure, 
ladies. This could lead to other invitations, possibly professional contracts, 
hopefully earn you back that chance at the National Championships you 
missed, Ashley.” 

“Wow!” Ashley said, grinning. 

“Okay, we have routines to plan and work to do!” 

“Let’s go!” Karen said. 


* 


October 21st 
Dear Kim, 

We've been invited to the Chunichi Cup! I’m so excited. We’re going to 
have to work really hard for the next six weeks. Our coach says it could lead 
to other invitations. Were all planning new routines, and working on them 
seven day a week. 
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I still feel really lucky that I got to meet you on the train. I hope I get to 
see you again someday. If you are ever in Portland, please stop by. You 
would be my guest and get everything for free. The Chunichi Cup is 
televised, so you'll be able to see my new routines! 

I picked out a gift for you at the Lyceum Gift Shop, and it was made by a 
lady who lives in my residence hall. I hope you like it! 

Love, 
Ashley Riddle 


* 

Liberty approached the helicopter. 

It was Lyceum’s smallest bird, an old four-passenger single-engine model 
that they didn’t use very much anymore. It sat on one of the outdoor landing 
pads, in a back field behind the cemetery. Its short rotors were still dripping 
from the rain that had just stopped. 

Actually, the rain hadn’t stopped, just turned into a mist, Liberty decided. 
She reminded herself that rain had no effect on a helicopter. 

“Every machine has a different feel to it, even though the controls are 
essentially the same,” Sister Erica said as they walked across the last stretch of 
wet grass. “Now it is time to forget what the simulator feels like. You are 
about to have a Boeing Vertol M-500 at your fingertips. She has sixty foot 
rotors, about five hundred and ten horsepower, a maximum velocity of one 
hundred and eighty miles per hour, and a service ceiling of seventeen 
thousand feet. The most important difference to remember is that she’s real.” 

Liberty looked at her teacher and smiled. “I’ve been waiting for this day.” 

“T’ve watched you counting the hours. How’s your stomach?” 

Liberty breathed. “Good. I had a cup of my special tea just before class.” 

Sister Erica unlocked the main door and they climbed in. 

“The name of the game during your training flights is everything happens 
out loud. For example, if you need to check your tail clearance and you don’t 
do it out loud, I assume you didn’t and I take control. Clear?” 

“Clear.” 

“Strap in and begin your pre-flight checklist, out loud.” 

Liberty worked her way down the list, checking maintenance dates, fluid 
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levels, instruments, and controls. 

“How far do I get to go today?” Liberty asked when pre-flight checks were 
completed. 

“See that pile of rocks on the far side of the field? That’s about your limit.” 

Liberty frowned. 

“Flying high and fast is easy. As my student you will start by learning to fly 
carefully and precisely. You will learn to maneuver your craft with your 
landing struts three feet off the ground, you will learn to know where your 
rotor, tail, and struts are at all times, and you will learn to set your bird down 
exactly where you want it, in the precise orientation you want, without your 
passengers being able to feel it. When I am done with you, you will be able to 
fly your craft into a hanger under rotor power if necessary. If you can’t do all 
that, flying high and fast won’t do you any good at all.” 

Liberty swallowed. “I understand. I want to be the very, very best pilot I 
can be.” 

“Good. Start-up checklist, out loud.” 

Liberty checked batteries, engine indicators, environmental instruments, 
and did a visual inspection of the area around the craft. 

“All green.” 

“Start and monitor, out loud.” 

Liberty pressed the engine-start button, and rattled off all critical engine 
specifications as the five hundred horsepower jet turbine came to life above 
her. About a minute later it reached operating temperature, and all other 
indicators were green. 

“Engage rotor.” 

Liberty again checked the area, slowed the jet engine, and pulled the rotor 
clutch lever. The sixty foot blades began to turn. 

“Increase power for lift-off. Target altitude is ten feet.” 

Liberty slowly twisted the grip on her control stick. The rotor spun faster 
and faster, and finally she could feel the landing struts begin to lift from the 
ground. A big smile appeared on her face, but she didn’t let it break her 
concentration. She continued increasing power slowly and smoothly until she 
judged that her struts were about ten feet from the ground. 

“Altitude ten feet, speed zero, heading forty-five degrees.” 
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“Good work. You are flying a helicopter. How do you feel?” 

“Like I was born to do it. And it certainly is easier than riding horses!” 

Erica laughed. “Not to most people. You are now about to execute the 
most dangerous maneuver any pilot can do. Land.” 

Liberty slowly reduced the power until she felt her landing struts contact 
the ground. Then she dropped the power down to a smooth idle. 

For the next half hour, Liberty raised and lowered the helicopter, and 
under her teacher’s direction, carefully maneuvered it around the field, never 
higher than ten feet off the ground. While hovering, she faced it different 
directions as instructed, and flew sideways and backward as well as forward. 

The only tricky moment came when Liberty was hovering beside a spindly 
tree, as directed, and then her teacher told her to make a new heading of 
seventy-five degrees. 

Liberty was about to act, but suddenly had the feeling that something was 
wrong with the request. She held the craft steady, scanned her instruments 
and the environment with her mind, and quickly realized what it was. 

“Can’t. My tail will mow that poor little tree.” 

“Good thinking. Cancel that request,” Sister Erica said with a smile. 

As the end of the hour approached, Liberty set the bird down for the last 
time and went through the shut-down checklist. Once outside the helicopter, 
student and teacher embraced. 

“Thank you so much, Sister Erica! Did I do okay?” 

“Let’s just put it this way, Liberty. I’ve been teaching helicopter piloting 
for almost ten years. You are the first student I have ever had that has gotten 
all the way through their first flight without me having to take the controls 
even once!” 

Liberty grinned from ear to ear and pranced circles around her teacher on 


the way back to the port building. 
* 
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Chapter 16: The New Arrival 


When four-year-old Marty Jelwen arrived at Lyceum for the first time, his 
mother, being a good society lady to whom proper conduct was very 
important, thought they should check in at the office before exploring the 
campus. Marty, however, was there to look, and feel, and listen, and touch, 
and he found plenty of that to do before they got anywhere near the Main 
Lobby. 

She was frustrated, but had long since gotten used to it. Her son had 
taught her infinite patience, starting back at age two when he had been 
diagnosed as autistic. The family had dutifully enrolled him in program after 
program throughout the Los Angeles area, all of which had eventually told 
them that they didn’t know what he was, but he wasn’t the kind of autistic 
they knew how to treat. 

It wasn’t until he was three that an open-minded doctor started to suspect 
that Marty was processing information very rapidly, and not just in the way 
that all children do, but in a completely cognitive manner. The doctor had 
done some simple experiments, but Marty always seemed to be one step 
ahead of him and routinely sabotaged the doctor’s efforts. That, of course, 
only made the doctor more curious and more determined to understand what 
made Marty tick. 

But he soon realized that experiments were unnecessary. One day he was 
trying to set up a cognitive test he had purchased in a kit form, was having 
some trouble, and so Marty picked up the instructions and began to read to 
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him. The test was quickly abandoned. 

They soon located a psychologist who could administer I.Q. tests to very 
young children, and Marty aced the test, giving him an age-adjusted score of 
five hundred. The psychologist explained that the score was not really 
meaningful, since no norms existed for that level of intellectual functioning in 
a child of Marty’s age. It was, however, perfectly clear to the proud parents 
that they had been entrusted with something very special... and they were also 
beginning to see why Marty had never flourished in the many programs they 
had tried. 

Marty might have entered some private school for the highly gifted, and 
Lyceum would have played no part in his life, except that he continued to act 
in an autistic manner and was increasingly unhappy with nearly everything 
and everyone he encountered as he approached the ripe old age of four. The 
only thing he liked to do was study the diagrams in increasingly difficult 
science books. His parents, having plenty of resources, began to search for a 
place where Marty would be happy, even if it meant that he would not be with 
them all the time. 

When their son was four and a half, they had discovered Lyceum, received 
all its literature, and Marty had done little for three weeks but read the 
brochures and booklets over and over again. The decision seemed to be out of 
their hands. They arranged for a visit. 

* 

The member on duty that day in the Welcome Center observed the same 
thing that Marty’s parents already knew. Marty looked, read, touched, 
smelled, and even tasted everything, to the exclusion of normal social rituals. 
That was, obviously, how he had been labeled as autistic. But he also went 
one step further and formed astute judgments about things. He seemed to be 
able to sense the underlying quality or worth in everything. Those judgments 
made him happy, or more often, unhappy. Autistic and manic-depressive, 
some social workers had said. 

He was very happy for many minutes as he absorbed the displays and 
maps and pictures in the Welcome Center, as many of them were right at his 
eye level. But then he happened to find two small wood screws that were of an 
inferior material and were beginning to corrode. Immediately he became 
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unhappy, and although his expressions could not be called a temper tantrum, 
his moaning, sobbing, and contortions were immediately obvious to everyone 
in and near the Welcome Center. Sister Judy came over and sat on the floor 
with him to try and understand his concern. 

Seeing her openness, he shared his discovery willingly. She pulled her 
pager off her belt and contacted a friend in the Maintenance and Production 
Pavilion, who promised to come over with some stainless steel replacements 
as soon as he finished with his current task. Marty wanted to wait for him. 
His mother rolled her eyes, but knew well her son’s stubbornness. 

Fifteen minutes later Brother Phil arrived with a collection of screws and a 
small tool box. He sat down on the floor with Marty, and they talked about 
the environmental stability of various alloys for ten minutes while Phil 
replaced the screws. Marty was happy again, and his mother was amazed. 
She could not think of any way in which the situation could have been 
rehearsed, and yet no one had laughed at or brushed off her son. Brother Phil 
shook hands with both Marty and his mother and went back to work. 

* 

Before Marty had completely explored one theme garden, he had learned 
the difference between Lyceum members and visitors, even though the 
members often were not wearing identification badges. He looked at, read, 
and touched everything, but he also started conversations with the seven or 
eight members he encountered during the next three hours as he worked his 
way through all the theme gardens. His mother just watched. Marty stayed 
happy. 

His next challenge came when he was talking to Brother Henry, who was 
out pulling some weeds in his garden. The four-year-old had shared with 
Brother Henry that he was there because he might want to live at Lyceum. He 
had also mentioned that they had arrived before noon and had been in the 
gardens ever since. 

“You know, Marty, people only get to live at Lyceum who are smart enough 
to be kind to others. It’s almost four o’clock, and I don’t think your mother 
has had a chance to eat lunch. She looks like she’s eyeing my rhododendrons, 
wondering if they are edible or not.” 

The boy’s mother was holding in a smile. Marty started laughing. 
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“Are you smart enough to let your mother stop by the office, meet your 
companion for the week, and get something to eat, knowing you can always 
come back out to the gardens a little later?” 

Marty considered. Then he smiled. “Yes. That sounds okay. Bye.” 

“Bye! I hope I see you again, Marty!” 

Marty considered again. “I hope that too.” 

* 

Brother Brian was glad of his assignment to be Marty’s companion for a 
few days. He had explained the situation to Jenny, with whom he was 
spending time almost every day, and they had decided to meet for an early 
breakfast one day that week, and for a late evening snack on another day. 
Jenny was even planning a surprise for Brian. After working the bugs out of 
the process during Ashley’s visits, Jenny was becoming fairly confident in her 
ability to turn out a small batch of cookies in her little kitchen. The next batch 
would be for Brian. 

Marty’s contact person, Brother Paul, was also on hand that first day when 
Marty and his mother finally made it into the Main Lobby. The four of them 
sat around talking for a few minutes, and then made their way to the Garden 
Dining Room, which was just opening. Marty watched the miniatures 
through the glass for most of the meal. Brian sat beside him, telling him 
about the things he had made that were in the scene. Marty looked the sandy- 
haired twelve-year-old in the eyes and smiled. 

“You get to do real things here?” 

“Yes. You get to do whatever you are smart enough to do.” 

“You get to do science?” 

“Yes. I'll show you the laboratories tomorrow.” 

“Tonight?” 

“Tonight they're being used for something else. We have to take turns at 
using things.” 

Marty considered. “Okay.” 

* 

For the next five days, Marty and Brian explored and talked about the 
different things there were to do at Lyceum, sometimes with his mother along, 
sometimes just the two of them. It was a slow process, as Marty insisted on 
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reading or listening to everything, and touching whatever he could reach. 

Marty loved the science labs and classrooms, but he liked the kitchen and 
pantry almost as much. In both he liked to talk to the members he 
encountered, asking them questions that were always relevant and probing, 
sometimes testing. 

He read the instructions on the computer screen of the radio telescope in 
the Astronomy Lab, and he read the instructions on the washing machine in 
Brian’s residence hall. He smelled the flowers in the greenhouse, and he 
smelled the llama droppings in the Small Animal Barn. Whatever he did, 
Brian was right there, on the ground with him or in a tree with him, and they 
would openly discuss what Marty had found. 

The only time Marty displayed complete innocence and ignorance was 
when they silently wandered through the Hall of Shrines. He reached his 
hand toward the statues and altars, paintings and flickering candles, but he 
did not touch them. His mother was surprised, but also noticed that 
afterwards he was kinder and less testing toward others for awhile. Perhaps, 
she thought, it was good for him to know that there was a place that was 
completely beyond his understanding. 

* 

One day they spent a little time with Sarah. To Brian’s surprise, Marty fell 
silent and just looked at her. She also looked at him silently. About ten 
minutes later they both reached out and touched each other’s faces for a 
moment. Then Sarah rose, smiled at Brian, and left. 

“She’s strong,” was all Marty would say. 

It was also soon discovered that Marty related well to thirteen-year-old 
April, and he would quietly sit in the Healing Arts Clinic with her for hours as 
she made herbal compounds, filtered jars of extractions, or drew every 
manner of plant with colored pencils, all the while speaking very few words, as 
was her way. Marty smelled the herbs, tasted the extractions, and drew 
pictures right along with Sister April. 

* 

Marty’s mother spent time with Brother Paul, learning all the different 
options that existed for using the facilities and services of Lyceum. They both 
agreed that Marty wasn’t ready to apply for membership. 
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“If his social growth can take place anywhere near as quickly as his 
learning in other areas, then he will be one powerful young man,” Brother 
Paul said. “My impression so far is that it eventually will catch up, given 
understanding guidance. His learning systems seem to be wide open, and are 
not limited to one or two senses as they are for most of us. But he has a lot of 
testing of the world to do, testing that is usually done with playmates.” 

“T realize that,” Marty’s mother said. “It’s just that he can’t tolerate normal 
playmate situations, and I’m afraid that forcing him to do so, which is of 
course my option of last resort, will simply cause him to shut down his special 
abilities.” 

“Yes, I agree. Most gifted children have to dumb-down to fit in. Marty 
would have to come a long way down. And he does seem to be thriving here, 
even socially. Brian’s I.Q. is about two hundred, and he has the humility it 
takes to accept Marty on his own terms. We have other youth who would 
probably work almost as well with Marty. We also have higher I.Q. kids than 
Brian, but they don’t yet have the necessary patience.” 

“Tve heard that you people are very flexible. If you'll put together a 
program for Marty, just some general supervision and companionship, and 
plenty of access to the things he wants to do, we'll pay for it. We have a very 
gifted son and we want to do everything possible to let him stay that way.” 

* 

So it was that Marty Jelwen came to live, about three weeks out of every 
month, at Lyceum. Of those three weeks, his mother spent several days there 
at the beginning and end of the time, and then flew with him to and from Los 
Angeles. His father was able to fly up about one weekend a month, and Marty 
was proud to show him all the things he could do, and the places he liked, and 
the people he knew. 

Brian was assigned to spend some time with Marty, as well as several other 
of Lyceum’s young members, including Sarah, April, Joan, and Shawn, and 
several older members including Brother Phil and Brother Henry. Brother 
Paul met with all of them once a week to compare notes and make further 
plans for Marty’s guidance. 

To the extent that such a thing could be known, the most intelligent 
human being to ever walk the planet had been entrusted to Lyceum. Brother 
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Paul asked for, and received, plenty of help walking the fine line between 
taking that responsibility too lightly, resulting in Marty not being challenged 
to grow in all the ways he needed to, and taking it too seriously, resulting in 
Marty feeling like a specimen in a laboratory. 


* Ok OK 
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Chapter 17: A Wild Goose Chase in the Dark 


The power went off at exactly noon on that first Monday in November, as 
scheduled. 

There were few visitors on campus, as Lyceum had placed notices in all the 
regional newspapers announcing the black-out, and more signs reinforced the 
fact at the front entrance and in the Welcome Center. A handful of Lodge, 
Campground, and Hermitage guests were still expected that week, but they 
were all coming for quiet and solitude, and so had elected to keep to their 
original plans. A small conference was even scheduled, but it was a group of 
lay ministers from a sacramental church. They were very used to candlelight, 
and had considerable prayer and meditation time scheduled. All of Lyceum’s 
guests that week received a fifty percent discount as compensation for the 
general inconvenience of the black-out. 

The lunch dishes were washed by hand, and all over the campus similar 
adjustments were made in every routine from checking out library books to 
sweeping floors. Some things just weren’t going to happen at all until the 
power resumed on Friday. Brother Carl gave the radio telescope’s control 
console a loving pat and pulled a dust cover over it. He had needed a vacation 
from his research anyway. In the audio production area, one small computer 
was placed on the ten kilowatt beta system. Jenny’s work on Voice Five 
continued uninterrupted. 

At two o’clock, as scheduled, the power came back on. One old computer 
refused to power-up, and several devices were discovered whose back-up 
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batteries had failed and so were ignorant of the date, time, and their 
configuration settings. Everyone made notes, fixed what they could, and 
disconnected what they couldn’t. 

At three o’clock the power went back down, and was scheduled to stay 
down for the rest of the day. Flashlights, lanterns, and candles were readied 
against the coming of darkness. 

* 

At nine o’clock the next morning, a truck arrived bearing four huge high- 
voltage capacitors. They were connected to the Grid to begin charging, and 
technicians set up the remote relays that would connect them, two hours later, 
to Lyceum’s alpha power system. 

At ten o’clock several cars and trucks from the county fire department 
arrived, and the evacuation of all of Lyceum’s buildings began. A van pulled 
in from the company who had supplied Lyceum with the high-voltage 
protection modules, and monitoring devices were attached to the power 
trunks at several points. The same van brought replacement modules, being 
supplied at no cost in exchange for the privilege of monitoring the test. 

All computers and other equipment were still connected to the power 
system, but their data had been carefully archived. Liberty and Ashley’s 
History class discussed interesting events in the discovery, taming, and 
utilization of electricity while watching the process from the Main Plaza. 
Shawn had helped Sarah and Jason to get all the animals out of the barns, and 
they now watched from the pasture. 

At exactly eleven o’clock, ten million volts were shunted from the massive 
capacitors directly into Lyceum’s main wiring, simulating a direct lightning 
strike on a nearby section of the Grid. A loud BANG was heard by everyone, 
and smoke rose from several metal boxes in the electrical cage behind the 
Pantry and Laundry building. The remote relay that had accomplished the 
task was a single-use device — it was the first item examined, and had been 
transformed into melted, twisted trash. 

Lyceum and fire department inspectors dashed into all the buildings 
wearing respirators and carrying fire extinguishers. As soon as they assured 
themselves that no fire or smoke was present, one person in each building 
recorded the numbers that the monitoring devices displayed and hurried back 
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to the command post in the Picnic Area. At least one person stayed inside 
each building to watch for problems. 

The company officials were ecstatic. No more than thirteen thousand volts 
had gotten past the first ring of high-voltage protection devices, and the 
second ring had stopped all but a three percent above normal voltage spike. 
No damage to wiring or devices was discovered in any of the building. By 
11:30, the fire department declared all buildings safe to enter, and prepared to 
leave, except for one inspector who would keep an eye on things for a few 
more hours. 

* 

On Wednesday at eleven the power came back on, but quickly dropped to 
ninety percent voltage, as planned. The drill schedule called for every manner 
of brown-out all day long, and computers and other devices began shutting 
themselves down and booting themselves back up as the voltage level changed 
and changed again. No one knew which machines would survive the grueling 
test. 

Shawn had just learned of his new assignment to be one of those working 
with the four-year-old prodigy who was going to live at Lyceum part of the 
time. He was looking forward to the challenge, but at the same time was a 
little bothered by it. As he served himself a plate of lasagna and salad at 11:30 
and sat down with the ten or twelve other members who ate early on 
Wednesdays because they too had responsibilities at noon, he pondered the 
nagging feeling inside himself that something was unnatural about being that 
smart at four years of age. 

Then he stopped his train of thought in mid-swallow, nearly choking on 
the bite, and realized that he was starting to do to little Marty the same thing 
his father had once done to Sarah. He immediately felt ashamed. He had 
gotten to know Sarah, and there was nothing unnatural about her, just 
differences. And that very different nine-year-old girl was rapidly becoming 
the best friend Shawn had ever had. He went on thoughtfully eating. 

The lights changed from a moderate yellow to a faint orange glow as he 
listened to some members talking about how their upcoming work shifts 
would be effected by the brown-outs in progress. Only one member 
approached grumbling, and he was counseled by an older and wiser one to 
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always find the beauty in everything. Shawn realized that the advice could 
have been meant for him, and silently vowed to himself to go into his new 
assignment with a completely open mind. 

* 

As noon approached, Shawn headed for his Children’s Program shift. Few, 
if any, children were expected, and he was going to be running one program 
for all ages while the other rooms were being cleaned and repainted. He 
arrived and found that he had a five-year-old girl and an eleven-year-old boy 
in his charge. 

The lack of reliable power ruled out going to the Planetarium or showing 
movies. Shawn was challenged to keep craft projects and science experiments 
going that would hold the attention of both, interspersed by walks to 
interesting places in the buildings and nearby gardens. In the early afternoon, 
the girl was picked-up, and later the boy, to be replaced by a ten-year-old girl 
and a three-year-old boy. 

But by two o’clock, Shawn was becoming puzzled. Adults had been poking 
their heads into the classroom far more often than kids had been left-off or 
picked-up. He knew that he was running the entire program that day, so it 
couldn’t be that they had just looked into the wrong room. And as he 
pondered the situation, he realized that the ones peeking in without declaring 
their business always seemed to be men, and were always dressed in business 
suits. He began to wonder if someone was trying to snatch one of his kids 
while the parents were busy elsewhere. 

When the evening shift person arrived at four, he shared his concern, and 
she promised to keep a close watch on the one remaining child, and any 
others that should arrive. As Shawn headed for his Greek class, the sun was 
getting low, and the hallways were gloomy with the power currently at only 
five percent of normal voltage. He had the feeling that someone was coming 
behind him, going in the same direction. He looked back, thinking he would 
see one of his classmates, but whoever it was immediately turned into an open 
door and Shawn didn’t get a good look at him. But he was sure the other was 
wearing a suit. 

Three times during Greek class, which was conducted by lantern light, 
men looked into the room, and then dashed off before anyone could discover 
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their purpose. Shawn saw one of them, but the other two were spotted by 
others. A pattern was emerging. Shawn was starting to get the creeps. 

On his way to dinner, Shawn passed at least four, maybe five, men in 
business suits leaning against walls at various points reading newspapers. He 
didn’t at all like the fact that each seemed to get his fill of the news and started 
ambling toward the Dining Hall just as Shawn passed. 

At dinner the gloom seemed to lift and everyone was in good spirits, 
laughing and talking about the flaky power systems and how life would be 
simpler without them anyway. Ashley had funny stories to tell about doing 
gymnastics that last hour to candles and flashlights, but with the Chunichi 
Cup less than a month away, they couldn’t afford to miss any training time. 
Liberty didn’t like missing her flight simulator time, and planned to make it 
up the following week, in the middle of the night if necessary. Shawn soon 
forgot all about the men in suits. 

But as dinner ended and people filtered away, Shawn remembered that he 
had mopping duty on Wednesdays, and that would make him one of the last 
ones there. Ashley ran off to French, and Liberty headed out to the Small 
Animal Barn to help Jason with the animals. Shawn looked around. There 
seemed to be an awful lot of men in suits in the restaurant section sipping 
coffee and reading newspapers. 

The table clearers finished, and the floor sweeper was hard at work. 
Shawn got his mop bucket and got ready to do his chore. The men were still 
nursing their coffee or eating slices of pie. He never caught any of them 
looking directly at him — but he noticed that they were all seated so they 
could easily do so. 

The table washers completed their task and the setters laid down fresh 
silverware and napkins. The sweeper had finished. Shawn started mopping. 
He was almost done with the members’ area when he got his first real shock. 
A large man in a suit was standing in the corridor to the Residential Lobby, 
peering at the schedules on the wall. Shawn was almost sure he had seen him 
before. In Greenville, South Carolina. In the library. Chasing him. 

Shawn quickly finished, doing a sloppy job, which was not at all his way, 
and ducked into the kitchen, his heart pounding. After a minute of trying to 
collect his wits, he carefully looked out into the restaurant section. Several of 
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the men were standing and talking. One looked right at him. Shawn pulled 
his head back into the kitchen. 

Next he looked through the break in the wall that led directly to the 
Garden Dining Room. Only two tables were occupied, and the nearest one 
contained a single man in a suit eating his dinner. He looked up and met 
Shawn’s eyes. Shawn again ducked out of sight. 

All the emotions from his last days in Greenville were flooding back, all the 
fear, all the frustration, all the feelings of being chased and trapped. But 
Shawn was still thinking, and before he did anything about those feelings, he 
wanted to be absolutely sure he wasn’t imagining it all. The man he thought 
he recognized had facial features that were fairly common, so maybe they 
were all just men attending some little conference. 

Shawn went to the back of the kitchen and looked down the corridor that 
led to the pantry. A man was there, leaning against a wall and using a 
flashlight to read what might have been an order form. He went to the door 
that led out to the recycling bins. In the light of a lantern that had been set 
nearby, he could see another one, slowly placing cans from a bag into one of 
the bins, but sometimes just pretending to, and actually putting them back in 
his bag. Both wore suits. 

Shawn was getting angry. This was his home, and they had no right to 
invade it. He knew he could tell the other members who were working in the 
kitchen what was happening, and they would protect him until a security team 
could be called. 

But it made him mad that he would even have to do that, bother his fellow 
members with a problem that he had brought from his home town. His father 
had already hurt people here once. He had no right to do it again. Shawn 
wanted very much to be able to handle his father, and whoever was doing his 
father’s bidding, all by himself. He would not tuck his tail between his legs 
and ask other people to protect him. 

Just then Liberty came in. “Hi Shawn. Did you mop that floor? Looks 
like you were in a hurry. Jason finally got all the animals fed. I wanted to see 
if there was any of that almond cheesecake left that I made this morning. Oh, 
yes! Almost a whole one. Want a piece?” 

“Lib... um... I need to talk to someone.” 
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At that moment Liberty realized that not all was well with Shawn. She 
wondered if it had something to do with the poorly-mopped floor. She closed 
the pastry case and hopped up beside him where he sat on a preparation table. 
“What’s up?” 

“This isn’t something I want help with. It’s something I have to do myself. 
I just need some ideas. Understand?” 

“Sure.” 

He spoke softly so no one else in the kitchen could hear him. “There are a 
bunch of men here, at least ten, and I think they were hired by my father to... 
kidnap me.” 

“You mean all the goons in suits? I was wondering about them. There’s 
only one conference going on, and they’re not in it. Do they have guns?” 

“No! They’re church people!” 

“Some church!” 

“They’re even in the corridor to the Halls and out by the bins.” 

“Those are not public areas!” 

“I know. They’re pretty good at looking like they have business wherever 
they are.” 

“So... what do you want to do? Fred’s in the security office. Want me to 
get him? He'll come armed if necessary...” 

“No! I want to take care of it myself. I’m just not sure how.” 

“Well, if you just hide in here all night, eventually there'll be more of them 
around than members, and they might try to rush in, grab you, and stuff you 
in a car before anyone knows what’s happening. They won’t care if someone 
sees them or yells at them, since they’re not planning on sticking around.” 

“Yeah... but ’m surrounded!” 

As they were talking, Sarah wandered in. “Hi, guys. A man out there is 
asking about you, Shawn.” 

“What did you tell him?” Shawn asked anxiously. 

“That I didn’t know any Shawns. What’s going on?” 

“Go on, tell her,” Liberty said. “I’m your friend, and she’s your friend. We 
won't do anything unless it’s okay with you.” 

So Shawn related to Sarah what he had told Liberty. But Sarah saw it with 
different eyes, remembering that night, months before, when Shawn had 
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called from Greenville. She remembered the fear and despair in his voice. 
She felt it again now. She looked into his eyes when he finished speaking, and 
his eyes pleaded with her to help, but in a way that would let him do the work 
and take the risks. 

“You're not trapped!” she said. “There are tunnels under Lyceum. We can 
use them to go anywhere. If you want to, we can lead your men on a wild 
goose chase they'll never forget!” 

“Really? That would be just what they deserve. Every time they think they 
have me cornered, Ill be behind them!” 

“And I have another idea to go with it for your consideration,” Liberty said. 

Shawn listened to Liberty’s idea and liked it. He would be the one taking 
most of the risks. His friends would just be acting as messengers. And it 
would keep the men moving to and from different places so they would have 
no chance of a coordinated attack. Shawn smiled and okayed the plan. 

Sarah led them to the back of the kitchen. As everyone knew, there were 
three store rooms there. Shawn had been in two of them, and knew the first 
contained paper supplies, and the other contained seldom used equipment 
and utensils. Sarah stepped to the third one. “All doors that end in the digit 
nine lead to the utility tunnels, and they’re all keyed to the members’ general 
access code. You guys know it, right?” 

“Of course!” Liberty said. “How could we go anywhere without it?” 

Shawn stepped to the door and tapped it in, then pulled the door open. A 
metal stair led downward. Lights were glowing dimly over the stair and in the 
tunnel below. 

“Let’s go before any of the goons peek in here!” Liberty said. 

Shawn and Sarah went down, and Liberty pulled the door closed behind 
them. They gathered at the bottom of the metal steps. 

The concrete tunnel ran from there in two directions, toward the Main 
Lobby and toward the Residential Lobby. Pipes and conduits ran along the 
ceiling and one wall. Along the other wall were simple shelves made from 
structural lumber and plywood, and those shelves were stacked with all kinds 
of supplies: canned food, boxes of candles, jugs of water, first aid kits, tools, 
and even sleeping bags. 

“Jeez!” Liberty said. “There’s everything you could need down here!” 
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“We're stocked for all kinds of emergencies. Here’s a map,” Sarah said, 
pointing at a plaque on one wall. They all went close to look at it. 

“They do go everywhere!” Liberty said. “Even out to the Welcome Center 
and the Retreat Centers way out in the woods!” 

“Yep. And right at the bottom of each ladder is a shelf of important 
supplies,” Sarah said, looking around. “Yeah, here it is. Let’s each take a 
flashlight. Who knows what the lights will do.” 

“I feel better already,” Shawn said. “At least I’m not trapped anymore!” 

“Let’s go. We've got work to do!” Liberty said. 

They headed off, single file, toward the Residential Lobby, passing more 
shelves of emergency supplies: plastic buckets filled with cereal grains, 
stretchers and medical kits, cases of toilet paper, boxes of mouse traps and fly 
paper. They stayed in the tunnels all the way to Terrabithia Hall. 

As soon as they emerged from the underground labyrinth, Liberty led 
them to the craft room and quickly located many colors of yarn, clothes pins, 
and note cards. They sat down and busied themselves preparing their 
weapons, and Liberty took a minute to dash up to her room for one of her 
prized possessions. 

Ten minutes later they were back in the tunnels, this time going all the way 
to the Main Lobby. Sarah went up alone and walked through the Dining Hall 
to see if anything had happened. She quickly returned — with Ashley, 
Tabitha, and Karen. 

“I brought helpers!” 

They took a minute to explain the situation — and the plan — to the 
gymnasts. 

“The goons haven’t done anything weird yet,” Sarah then reported, “but 
they might have figured out you aren’t in the kitchen anymore. Some of them 
are moving around in other places. Plan A still looks good.” 

“Okay. You're the bait, Shawn, like you wanted to be,” Liberty said. “Shall 
we do the corridors in order?” 

Shawn thought for a moment. “Might as well, starting with the Lodge. We 
need to scatter them as quickly as possible.” 

A minute later Ashley was walking along the above-ground corridor from 
the Main Lobby toward the Lodge. One of the suited men was about halfway 
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down, pretending to read a guidebook. She stepped up to him. “A message 
for you, Sir.” 
He glanced at her, and then read the message. 


I’m right behind you! 
Shawn Mitchell 


He quickly turned around to see Shawn standing in the lobby of the Lodge, 
and headed that way at a fast walk. Shawn sauntered out of sight, and by the 
time the man entered the lobby, Shawn was nowhere to be seen. 

With Tabitha’s help, a similar scene was enacted in the corridor to the 
Recreation Center, and with Karen’s assistance, in the passage to the 
Ecumenical Temple. Sarah then worked with Shawn to send two men 
scrambling into the Conference Centers. Liberty stayed in the tunnels, 
implementing the split-second timing necessary and pointing each helper to 
their next task. 

Plan A ended after Ashley helped lure one gentleman toward the Healing 
Arts Clinic, and Karen sent two running after Shawn toward the Welcome 
Center. They all regrouped at Liberty’s station under the Main Lobby, 
laughing their heads off. 

“There are no more than two of them together anywhere,” Sarah said, “and 
probably even those have split up to search for you.” 

“You guys were great!” Shawn said. 

“Do we have your permission to move on to Plan B?” Liberty asked. “That 
is, if you’ve had enough danger for one evening and are ready to let us get our 
share...?” 

“Why not?” Shawn said with a smile. “Just remember to use different 
people.” 

“Right. Tabitha and Karen, Lodge. Sarah, you and Ashley are in 
Recreation. Regroup in three minutes.” 

Everyone dashed for their assignments. Shawn would have to sit this 
phase out, waiting for the final results. 

Karen approached one of the men searching for Shawn in the Lyceum 
Lodge. “Sir, could you please tell me how to get to the cafeteria?” 
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“Um... I’m kind of busy...” 

“Please, Sir, I’m supposed to meet my mother there.” 

“Okay. Just go down that corridor, then turn right. You'll find it.” 

He never saw Tabitha sneak up behind him and clip a tail made from yarn 
onto the back of his suit coat. It was nearly impossible for the wearer to see, 
as it was always behind him no matter which way he turned. 

At about the same moment, Ashley was asking the same question of a man 
in the Recreation Center while Sarah did the dirty work. After regrouping, the 
process continued in other parts of Lyceum, always using helpers who had not 
delivered the original message in that location. 

During the very last implant, disaster nearly struck. As Sarah chatted with 
the man searching the Clinic, pretending to not understand his directions to 
the Lodge, he felt something on the back of his coat. At first he groped with 
his hand, and that gave Tabitha the moment she needed to execute a 
lightning-quick forward roll behind a couch. Then he turned, but saw no one. 
He shrugged and turned back to Sarah. 

“Look, little girl, I have to be going. Just go down this hall and when you 
get to the big room, ask someone again. Good night.” 

He remained unaware of his new appendage while he continued to look for 
Shawn throughout the Healing Arts Clinic. 

* 

Within a few minutes, every time one of the suited men entered a room, 
there was a general turning of heads and laughter, and none of them could 
figure out why. They were all soon growing tired of the fruitless search and 
the humiliating laughter and were heading back toward the Main Lobby with 
thoughts of getting away from Lyceum as quickly as possible. 

As the ten hired men began to converge in the large central room, they 
finally saw each other and realized what had been happening. They angrily 
jerked the tails off their coats, throwing the colorful yarn onto the floor. Most 
of them announced to the leader that they were leaving. Then they all fell 
quiet, realizing that they were surrounded. 

Around them stood Ashley, Tabitha, Karen, Liberty, and Sarah, hands on 
their hips. The men didn’t know it, but Shawn was watching from the 
Information and Assistance counter. Liberty, holding a large high-pressure 
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water gun in one hand, stepped forward and handed a note to the head man 
whom Shawn had recognized. 

He glanced around nervously, realizing there were too many other people 
in the lobby for any safe action. He looked at the note. 


Had enough? 

We could easily get many more helpers. Next will come our excellent 
collection of water guns, and we have been known to fill them with other 
things besides water. And if that doesn’t get you off the Lyceum campus in 
half an hour, we'll hand the problem over to our armed security teams and 
the Sheriff. 

Any questions? 

Sincerely, 
Shawn Andrew Mitchell 


The leader looked at Liberty. She smiled innocently, though her eyes 
expressed a resolute earnestness that almost made him shudder. 

“Kids,” one man said. “Just a bunch of cocky kids.” 

“And where’s all the cult stuff we were told about?” another asked. 

“T don’t know,” said another. “Shawn doesn’t seem to be brainwashed or a 
prisoner here to me.” 

One man, who had been smiling, said, “I wish my kids had this kind of 
self-motivation.” 

“Come on. Let’s get out of this crazy place,” the leader said over his 
shoulder to his associates. 

Liberty and Ashley opened the circle on the side closest to the main doors 
to the Plaza. The men filed in that direction, keeping an eye on Liberty and 
her water gun. Karen and Tabitha closed in behind them. They all followed 
the men out the door, Sarah going last and gesturing for Shawn to join them. 

As the men quickly crossed the Main Plaza, well lit at that moment with 
the power at ninety-five percent of normal voltage, Shawn and his friends 
watched from the front steps. They began laughing when they saw that one of 
the suited men still had a colorful yarn tail attached to his coat. 

Just as the ten men were disappearing through the Welcome Center’s 


Lyceum Challenge 239 


archway, Brother Fred stepped out of the Lobby. 
“Would someone please tell me what is going on!” 
* 

The six friends gathered in the Security Office and told Brother Fred 
everything that had happened, beginning with a sketch by Shawn of the events 
in Greenville, South Carolina the previous June and July. The large black 
man took notes. They showed him their final warning message, as the leader 
had tossed it down before leaving. When they finally came to the end of their 
story, they sat silently and looked at the security man, most of them expecting 
at least a little disapproval of their vigilante actions. 

Brother Fred gave each of them a long, searching look. Then he burst out 
laughing, and his laughter was so infectious that they all soon joined in. 

“Okay... you clowns are all going to be reassigned to a security team if you 
don’t watch out! I want a written report from each of you by tomorrow, and if 
you see any of those men on campus again, I want you to report it 
immediately. If they come back, they won’t be fooled by the same tricks.” 

The friends agreed, and thanked Brother Fred for understanding their 
need to handle it themselves on that occasion. They all shook hands with him 
and headed back to the Main Lobby. 

“Hey, everybody,” Shawn said, turning around to look at his friends as 
they walked. “It’s 9:30. Can I buy you all a snack?” 

“You sure you want to go back to the Dining Hall? It might be full of men 
in suits!” Liberty teased. 

Shawn punched her lightly in the shoulder. “Do you want a snack or don’t 
you?” 

“Sure, as long as it’s my almond cheesecake! There should be enough left 
for everyone.” 

“Yum! I want one!” Sarah said. 

“We'll share a piece!” Karen said, and the other two gymnasts nodded their 
agreement. 

Arms around each other, the six headed down the corridor. Just then the 
lights dimmed down to a faint glow. 


* 


On Thursday, the power flashed on and off several times, as planned, 
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sometimes with many minutes between flashes, sometimes with only a tenth 
of a second between. A number of electronic devices didn’t have adequate 
protection and died. They were tagged for repair or replacement. 

All six friends hand-wrote their reports to Brother Fred. Shawn didn’t 
have to include the original events in Greenville because they had been well 
documented when he had first arrived at Lyceum. He thanked all his friends 
and promised to type all their reports into the computer as soon as the power 
was usable. 

* 

Friday morning no more tests of the alpha power system were scheduled. 
Flashlights were recharged, lanterns were cleaned and refilled with fuel, and 
candle stubs were tossed into a big pot to be melted down for craft projects. 

The electricity resumed at full voltage and current capacity at noon, and 
everyone set to work getting all their computers and other equipment up and 
running before people started arriving for the weekend. 

Most of the small number of people who had visited Lyceum that week had 
gone away without feeling any lack or inconvenience due to the black-out. 
Only one particular group of men in business suits hadn't liked the service, 
and they were never seen at Lyceum again. 


* Ok OK 
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Chapter 18: Plans and Preparations 


After studying all the reports from the six youth about the security incident 
in early November, Brother Fred scheduled a meeting with Liberty. They sat 
in the Security Office and munched on chips and salsa as they talked. The 
large man asked for clarification on a few items, and then pointed out some 
ways in which it could have been handled differently. 

Liberty had never been particularly good at taking criticism, but she was 
trying very hard to keep a clear and open mind and to understand what 
Brother Fred was saying. She had survived her initial mistake with Sarah, had 
been accepted as a member, and had made Lyceum her home. Now that she 
was rapidly progressing through the steps necessary to become a real, live 
helicopter pilot, and was learning numerous other interesting things from 
baking cakes to speaking Russian, she was determined to not let anything ruin 
the streak of luck that had been flowing her way. 

“My main criticism, Liberty, is the number of times your friends were 
placed in a dangerous situation in order to carry out your plan. Any one of 
them could have been kidnapped... or even hurt or killed.” 

“You're right. I did expose them to too much danger. I was working on 
the assumption that the men were unarmed and not willing to hurt anyone. 
That was based on Shawn’s statement that they were church people. He could 
have been wrong, and I could have been wrong.” 

“That’s right. Assumptions make asses... you know the saying,” Brother 
Fred said, popping a chip in his mouth. “But luckily it appears that on this 
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occasion, you were both right. Either their confidence or their interest was 
low, and they didn’t use any weapons. My overall analysis is simply: good 
work, and thank you.” 

He picked up his bottle of sparkling guava juice and took a long pull. 

Liberty sat there, absorbing his final words and mentally adjusting to the 
fact that she wasn’t, after all, in any significant amount of trouble. A smile 
crept onto her face, she breathed a few times, and then grabbed her mango 
juice and drained it. 

After setting down the bottle, she spoke. “I was expecting you to be mad 
because...” she began, looking at his size fifteen shoes. Then she realized that 
she was with a friend, even a peer of sorts, and looked across at his dark 
brown face, his sparkling eyes. “...because we stole your thunder.” 

“Most security people out there in the world would have responded that 
way, Liberty. This is Lyceum. Puffed-up chests come in with the visitors and 
leave with the visitors. Brains and hearts come before, way before, inflated 
egos here, which leads us to turn our attention to a larger question. I’ve asked 
Shawn to do some thinking and writing about this, and Id like you to do the 
same. What will they do next? Will they come back? Will the presumed 
contractor, Shawn’s father, make another attempt of some kind? If so, what 
kind? Brainstorm with Shawn about these issues. I don’t feel the need to 
bring the other youth into this phase of the investigation, but Shawn is the 
only one who has any sense of what his father will do, and you have the brains 
to help him discover the connecting threads.” 

“Sure. I see him almost every day,” she said, dipping a few more chips. 
“He was one of the first friends I made here. We were attracted to each other 
at first, but the chemistry just wasn’t right.” 

At that moment the door opened, and Sister Leonora stepped in. 

“Hi, Leo!” Liberty said. 

“Hi, Lib! You want to do the honors, Fred?” 

The security man accepted the small Lyceum I.D. book from the lady. 
“Liberty, no one could have guessed that you would earn your first credential 
by organizing a pin-the-tail-on-the-donkey party with a water gun slung over 
your shoulder. But you did.” He handed Liberty her I.D. book. 

Liberty had left it in Sister Leonora’s box two days earlier after receiving a 
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short message on her computer account that said it was needed ‘for routine 
updating.’ Now she sensed that it hadn’t been routine at all. She was trying to 
hold in the grin that was threatening to cover her face, but she wasn’t having 
much luck. She flipped through the pages until she found it. There it was, in 
the first box on the first page of mission and travel stamps. Security Mission 
#23-6740. She looked at Brother Fred and Sister Leonora, and her eyes were 
sparkling with moisture. “Thank you!” was all she could manage to say, but 
the warm feeling in her heart wanted to say so much more. For the first time 
in her life she was with people who could look beyond the surface and see 
what had really happened, how carefully she had thought out the situation, 
how many factors she had taken into account... 

“There’s a class I'd like you to consider taking, Liberty,” Brother Fred was 
saying as she reluctantly closed her I.D. book. “It’s called Security Procedures 
and Ethics, and I think you’d enjoy it. It meets one hour a week, and it would 
complement your pilot training, since the pilot is usually the master of her 
ship, and will occasionally have to deal with security problems. And if you'll 
get into that class, then we can get you onto a security team.” 

“Wow. I'll... Pll think about it. My pilot training takes a lot of time, ‘cause 
I want to get my license by next summer, but being on a security team sounds 
interesting too.” 

“Consider it, and work with Shawn on his problem. Id like some thoughts 
in say... a month.” 

Liberty looked with pride at her first mission stamp several more times 
that day. At first she was a little surprised at how easy it had been, compared 
to all Ashley had gone through to get hers. But then she remembered how 
many people had done risky things at her bidding... and how she would have 
been in real, deep trouble if she had sized up the situation incorrectly and one 
of them had gotten hurt. 

* 

Evening light was fading and a cold rain was falling outside the large 
windows beyond the lounge in the Physics Lab. Shawn had just started his 
evening shift, had greeted old Brother Sidney who was, as usual, puttering 
with the lab’s small particle accelerator. Shawn had looked in on the two 
people who were using the lab that evening, one of them a member and one a 
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visitor. The member, a lady in Shawn’s Physics class, was adjusting some 
lasers, and the visitor, a man with thick glasses, was trying to make some 
sense out of a box of magnets and coils and other things he had brought. 
Neither appeared to need any help from Shawn, so he sat down in the lounge 
to enjoy his dinner tray. 

“Um... excuse me... um, I was wondering if maybe, would it be possible to 
arrange for a bit of magnetic field, um... you see I think my experiment just 
might work if... if it was enveloped by a slight alternating current field...” the 
visitor said with many hand gestures from the edge of the lounge before 
Shawn had been able to eat more than two bites of his baked macaroni and 
cheese. 

“No problem at all!” Shawn said, hopping up. “What strength and 
waveform do you need?” 

“Well, um... I guess I’m not sure yet.” 

“Okay, I can set up a variable field of zero to one kilogauss without 
shielding. We can go up to one megagauss in the heavily shielded Faraday 
Box.” 

“I... I don’t think it'll take too very much...” 

Shawn brought a case out of the supply room that contained six magnetic 
field inducers and began to set them up on the man’s worktable. “This knob 
adjusts your field intensity, and with these controls you can get just about any 
imaginable waveform. The inducers can be set up in a flat two dimensional 
layout, or in a three dimensional array, whatever arrangement is best for your 
work...” 

“Um, I have just one slight problem. I need to know if the experiment is 
using more energy than it is creating...” 

“Well, I could put an ammeter in the line...?” 

“That would be wonderful, yes, that would do the trick.” 

Shawn went back into the supply room and soon returned with the needed 
instrument. A moment later he had it connected into the power supply line of 
the magnetic inducer array. 

“Oh, how excellent! What do I owe you?” 

“Nothing at all. Your basic lab fee covers all simple equipment and minor 
supplies.” 
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“Thank you so much, young man. This could be an important historical 
moment, you know! If my experiment works like I hope it will, the human 
race would find itself in possession of a limitless supply of free energy!” 

“Let me know if I can help in any other way,” Shawn said. He didn’t know 
much about limitless supplies of free energy, but he was glad he had been able 
to assist the man, as there were still plenty of lab procedures he didn’t 
understand and many pieces of equipment in the store room he didn’t know 
how to use. 

He returned to his tray, and this time was able to finish eating. Three 
more people came into the lab, and Shawn helped them with the photometric 
instruments and filters they needed. Everything went smoothly for the next 
couple of hours, and Shawn only had to ask Brother Sidney to help him with 
procedures or equipment twice. 

Shortly after eight o’clock the member who was working with lasers 
showed Shawn the results of her project. The slender beams of coherent light 
danced on the projection screen under computer control, forming the 
geometric shapes of crystals and atomic lattices. Even as they were watching, 
a loud POP was heard from another work table, and then the acrid smell of 
burned electrical equipment filled the air. Shawn dashed over to see if the 
man with the magnetic field needed any help. 

“Yes! That’s just what should have happened! The magnetic field was 
amplified by the cascading induction series... but my only problem was the 
resulting current had no where to go!” 

Brother Sidney was listening while stepping over to a control panel and 
flipping on an exhaust fan. 

“Perhaps you could place a variable resistance load in your circuit...” 
Shawn suggested. 

“Yes, I'll have to do that. But I’ve burned out two or three of my coils — I'll 
have to rewind them first. So, that’s enough for tonight. I’m on the right 
track, I just know I am!” 

Shawn packed the magnetic field inducers into their case while the man 
gathered his coils and other equipment. They shook hands and the man gave 
Shawn a small tip. 

“Good night, young man!” 
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“Good night! I hope I get to see your experiment work.” 

“That makes two of us!” 

During the next half hour, the remaining lab users packed up their 
equipment and headed home or to the Dining Hall for a late snack. Shawn 
began to tidy the room in preparation for closing at nine o’clock. Brother 
Sidney had shut down the particle accelerator and was sitting on a stool, 
gazing into space. Suddenly, without warning, he spoke. 

“He was just using the kilogauss inducer?” 

It took Shawn a moment to realize what he was talking about. “Um... yes, 
that’s right.” 

“And no other current source?” 

“T don’t think so. He wasn’t using a power tap, and I didn’t see any 
batteries or capacitors.” 

“The kilogauss inducer couldn’t possibly have produced enough current to 
burn out those coils of his. I wonder... you never know who will come up with 
the next breakthrough. You did very well assisting him. Come and sit with 
me, Brother Shawn. I have something I wish to discuss with you.” 

Shawn climbed onto a stool next to the old physicist. 

“There will be a major conference here in January. Scientists from all over 
the world will be presenting theories and experimental data. We're rapidly 
approaching a new unified theory that takes into account the discovery of 
ultimatonic matter, and this conference promises to be a significant step in 
that direction. There will be numerous laboratory demonstrations, and the 
conference organizers have asked us to provide some technical assistants.” 

“Gosh... do you think I know enough yet? I just started learning lab 
procedures a few months ago...” 

“No, not yet. But you have the... what’s the best word... humility that some 
of the more advanced lab techs don’t have. You'll work in pairs, a more 
advanced person and a less advanced person.” 

“Wow! That would be fantastic! You mean I’d get to help out people like 
Dr. Reynolds?” 

“Peter Reynolds will be here, and many other contemporary scientists 
you’ve been reading about and some you've never heard of. But remember, 
unlike the man with the coils, they know exactly what they are doing, and 


Lyceum Challenge 247 


you’d just be helping them with the footwork.” 

“Tunderstand. Yes! Id love to!” 

“Good. I am leading a special class to prepare all of you for what to expect 
and what to know how to do. There are eight of you, four teams. We will 
meet on Fridays as soon as the lab closes all during December, and then you 
will all be on a modified schedule the week of the conference, with most of 
your responsibilities handed over to others.” 

Shawn could hardly quit smiling on his way out of the Physics Lab that 
evening. He stopped by the cafeteria and used the tip he had received to 
purchase a slice of blackberry pie and a glass of milk, and sat wondering what 
it would be like to work side by side with great scientists. Then, as he thought 
back over his months at Lyceum, he realized that even though he liked 
everything he was doing, the special events stood out as the most exciting and 
personally rewarding aspect of his life: Mrs. Hutchinson’s funeral, the art 
buying trip to eastern Oregon... even the men in suits who had tried to kidnap 
him, and the report he and Liberty were working on to try and predict their 
next move. 

He walked home feeling very happy. His new home had proven itself safe, 
and his Heavenly Father was providing him with the challenges and 
opportunities for service that he needed. What more, he wondered, could 
anyone want? 

* 

The first snow of the season fell that week in mid-November, coating 
Lyceum with half a foot of frozen crystal-white powder. Snow shovels were 
brought out of store rooms and boots and mittens became common sights in 
the Residential Lobby. Even though Portland received little, and that usually 
melted quickly, Lyceum had a slightly different fate, being perched two 
thousand feet higher in the foothills of the Cascades. The snow stuck, froze 
hard at night, and was joined by another four inches just two days later. 
Suddenly the gardens received many fewer visitors, and the Recreation 
Center, Art Gallery, and other indoor areas became correspondingly more 
popular. 

* 


When Ashley’s parents stepped off the train that Sunday evening with a 
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light snow falling, they felt right at home. 

“Look, Honey, there’s our Ashley now!” Mrs. Riddle said. 

As Ashley’s father rolled their suitcases toward the door to the train station 
and their awaiting hosts, he pondered how only four years before he and his 
aging wife had become parents for the first time. And now they were going to 
visit their ‘child’ who no longer lived at home. It was all too much of a 
mystery for him. 

There was a pleasant commotion of introductions as Ashley’s parents met 
Sister Heather for the first time. They all exchanged praises about Ashley, 
who stood there rapidly becoming embarrassed. 

“You all must be getting cold standing out here in the snow!” Sister 
Heather finally said. “Our van is parked over here. Is there anything you 
would like to do in Portland before heading out to the campus?” 

“Well, let me think...” Mrs. Riddle said. “I understand you can get fresh 
seafood here...” 

Ashley rolled her eyes. It was 8:30 on a Sunday night, it was snowing, she 
knew they had eaten on the train, and her mother was asking about seafood. 
“We eat lots of seafood at Lyceum, Mom.” 

But Sister Heather took a different approach. “You know, there’s a sushi 
place in town that stays open late. Shall we treat your parents, Ashley?” 

“Sure,” Ashley said, not having had sushi herself in awhile. 

Mr. Riddle smiled. He had never heard of eating sushi in a snowstorm, 
but he was on vacation, and if a few unexpected things happened, he didn’t 
mind. 

After loading the suitcases into the van, they had soon crossed downtown 
Portland and were parking near the restaurant. The decor and music were 
very authentic, and the tray of assorted sushi items that Sister Heather 
recommended allowed them all to try one of each kind. 

Ashley’s parents listened as Ashley told them about her first U.N. courier 
mission, and about the Garden of Endor, and about the recent kidnapping 
attempt of one of her friends. Mr. Riddle noticed that Ashley left out all the 
names from her stories, and he knew that was necessary. But he also sensed 
that there was a major part of her courier mission story that was not being 
told, and he had a hunch that she would have liked to tell more, but couldn't. 
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Something very personal, he suspected. He continued to listen respectfully, 
and found, to his surprise, that he liked the sushi. 

When they stepped out of the restaurant, the snow had stopped, so the 
adults agreed that it would be fun to stroll for a few blocks. Ashley was clearly 
anxious. 

“Ashley, Honey, did you leave some cookies in the oven or something?” 
Mrs. Riddle asked. 

“I know what it is,” Sister Heather said. “She’s very proud of her new 
home, and anxious to show it to you. Am I right, Ashley?” 

“Yes,” she said with exasperation. 

“Well...” her father said, “since we old timers are on vacation, Ashley will 
just have to put up with us while she’s with us, and trust us to entertain 
ourselves when she’s busy with her life elsewhere.” 

“T wish I could spend more time with you guys. I wish the Chunichi Cup 
had come along at a different time...” 

“Life doesn’t present us with opportunities exactly when they're most 
convenient,” Mr. Riddle said. “Sometimes you just have to jump on them, and 
not worry about other things. Your mother and I are not here to bother you, 
we're here to relax, and however much we get to see you, we'll be happy.” 

“And besides,” Mrs. Riddle said, “We have to familiarize ourselves with 
Portland so we'll know where to do our birthday shopping!” 

Ashley blushed. She had mixed feelings about turning thirteen during her 
parent’s visit. 

But to Ashley’s relief, they soon headed back toward the van, and made 
their way onto the Interstate Highway that would take them most of the way 
to Lyceum. 

“Even at night, and in the winter, everything here looks so green!” her 
mother commented. 

“Tm looking forward to seeing the volcano that looms over the area,” Mr. 
Riddle said. “Can you see it from Lyceum?” 

“Yes, from the hill on the east side of the campus,” Sister Heather said. 
“Maybe Ashley can show you.” 

Ashley’s parents both held private fears about what they would find at 
Lyceum. They had both looked into its reputation before allowing her to 


Lyceum Challenge 250 


apply, and had done more checking before signing the papers that allowed her 
to join the French class. Nothing they had discovered supported any of their 
fears, but not having seen the place themselves, fears remained. 

Her mother’s fears were along sexual lines, wondering if somehow her 
daughter was being supported in this place so that she could be used, her 
young body sold to dirty old men by the hour for their pleasure. Her father’s 
fears were along religious lines, having read somewhat about Jonestown and 
Rajneeshpuram and Branch Davidian, wondering if Lyceum had unrevealed 
purposes, unspoken missions. 

They drove slowly up to the Welcome Center. As Ashley and her mentor 
had earlier planned, Ashley and her parents got out, and Sister Heather 
continued on toward the Residential Lobby with their luggage. 

“What a warm and comforting place!” her mother said as they stepped 
inside. 

“Hot drinks?” Ashley offered with pride. 

“Hot tea sounds good,” her father said. “These displays sure do tell you 
everything you need to know!” 

“Isn’t that nice!” Mrs. Riddle said. “A telephone you can just pick up to ask 
for assistance!” She lifted the handset and held it to her ear. “Oh, um, hello. 
I’m Ashley’s mother, and she was just showing us the Welcome Center... no, I 
think Ashley can show us everything... well, um, yes, I look forward to meeting 
you too!... Good-bye!” 

She set down the telephone handset. “It really works!” 

“Everything at Lyceum works! Except during that black-out week I told 
you about. Here’s your hot cider, Mom.” 

Ashley’s parents spent a few more minutes enjoying the comforts of the 
Welcome Center, and then indicated their readiness to see more. Ashley 
guided them across the Main Plaza, telling them where all the different paths 
led. As she spoke, she was steeling herself for their request to see all the 
theme gardens right then, even though it was after ten o’clock on a Sunday 
night and everything was snow-covered, but her fear proved unnecessary. 

Her father yawned. “Perhaps we could head for our room soon and save 
the rest for another time. It’s been a long day, and I’m about to fall asleep!” 

“Would that be okay with you, Honey?” her mother asked. “We know how 
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much you want to show us everything...” 

“That’s okay, Mom. Anyway, if I tried to show you everything tonight, you 
wouldn’t get to bed until tomorrow morning!” 

But the moment they entered the Main Lobby, both parents had to take a 
few minutes to look around. 

“Look at these beautiful works of art!” Mrs. Riddle said. “Are they for 
sale?” 

“Um, that one is part of the Lyceum Collection, but the ones over there are 
from the Gallery. My friend Shawn works there. They’re very careful about 
the stuff they get, and they reframe practically everything.” 

While Ashley and her mother spoke, her father was gazing silently up at 
the sculpture and fountain in the middle of the room. They joined him. 

“Dezzutti. I’ve heard of him,” he said. “Famous... and expensive.” 

“T think he donated it when Lyceum first opened,” Ashley said. 

This time her mother yawned. Ashley led them toward the archway to the 
Lodge. As they exited the huge room, the two adults were still turning this 
way and that to glimpse different things. 

Ashley guided her parents to their room in the Lodge, and there they 
found their luggage waiting. Ashley explained all the features of the room, 
just as she had for the young family during Mrs. Hutchinson’s funeral. Her 
father was happy to find that it had a small covered patio that looked over a 
snow-shrouded garden beyond, and her mother was glad to discover the large 
and deep bathtub. 

After making plans to meet for breakfast, Ashley said good night and 
headed back to Rivendell Hall. It felt strange to be with her parents, but to 
not be able to sleep in her old room or on the living room couch. 

The fears that Ashley’s parents harbored were beginning to fade. But they 
knew that every business or institution had its front room, made presentable 
to the public, and its back room, where the people had to work and the real 
business was carried on. Every restaurant had its immaculate dining room 
and the filth in its kitchen, every factory had its suave Public Relations Office 
and its dirty, ugly production shop. Somewhere, they still feared, Lyceum 
would let down its mask and show its ugly side. 


* 
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As Thanksgiving approached, all electrical and information systems 
seemed to be back in working order, and Liberty had managed to make up her 
lost simulator time. She and Shawn had already begun to talk about their 
assigned security project, and planned to meet again that Friday after 
Gardening class to outline their report. That class, she already knew, would 
be all about protective winter mulching for perennial plants. 

So on Tuesday of that week, she fed, brushed, and examined the horses, 
and while doing so realized that she had become much more comfortable 
around them since she had started riding. Admittedly, three short trips on 
Toby was not the pinnacle of fine horsemanship, but it was a start. Even 
Blackberry, Strawberry, and Raspberry were starting to look at her with a 
little more trust in their eyes, although they didn’t yet allow her to brush or 
examine them. 

After finishing with her morning barn shift, she met Ashley in the Main 
Lobby and they joyfully put their arms around each other and skipped first to 
Literature, then pranced to History, and finally hopped, giggling as they went, 
to G.E.D. Preparation class. 

Their G.E.D. class that day was a comprehensive review quiz of world 
geography, with the teacher pointing to locations on the world map almost as 
quickly as they could write down the answers. Liberty could tell that Ashley 
was sweating, but holding her own. For Liberty it was easy. The only one she 
missed was Novaya Zemlya, the huge Russian island in the Arctic Ocean. 

At the end of class, the teacher stopped by Liberty’s table as she was 
collecting her books. “Will you walk with me to lunch, Sister Liberty?” 

“Um... sure, Sister Claudia. Do you mind, Ashley?” 

“Nope. I have to eat in the gym so we can talk about our routines.” 

“Don’t you get any time with your parents?” 

“T get to eat dinner with them in the Dining Room tonight!” 

The two friends grinned at each other, slapped hands, and grabbed their 
books. Ashley dashed out the door, and Liberty and her teacher were the last 
ones to leave the room. 

“You did very well on that quiz today,” Sister Claudia said as they walked 
down the corridor. 

“I was a little embarrassed when I missed one in Russia, because I’m 


Lyceum Challenge 253 


studying Russian!” 

The teacher laughed. “Yes, well, I bet you'll never miss it again!” 

“Youre right!” 

“Which brings me to what I wanted to talk to you about. I think you’re 
ready to take the test. I think you could make much better use of your time 
than sitting in my class.” 

Liberty stopped dead in her tracks. “Do you really mean it?” 

“Of course I do! I think you’re in excellent shape to not only pass the 
exam, but probably get a score that'll earn you an Honors Certificate. The 
next test will be administered in Portland on December sixth. That'll give you 
a chance to sit through our upcoming American history review, which is about 
your only area that is slightly weak. Liberty, why are you crying?” 

“It’s a long story,” she said, not even attempting to wipe at her eyes. “You 
see... I’ve been to lots of different schools, and... and I’ve had lots of trouble... 
staying in them. I’ve almost never gone to the same school for two semesters 
in arow!” Liberty voice was starting to break and tears were rolling down her 
cheeks. “At my last school, the principal told me... told me I had made history 
by flunking while holding straight A’s in the palm of my hand!” 

With those words, Liberty started crying with abandon, and Sister Claudia 
wrapped her arms around the shaking girl. 

“There, there. All that’s in the past.” 

They stood together in the corridor for many minutes as other members 
filtered by quietly and respectfully on their way to the Dining Hall. Liberty 
continued to pour out all her years of frustration, all the disappointments she 
had experienced at the end of each semester as she had discovered, time after 
time, that once again she had to start all over, make new friends, and passively 
watch all her knowledge go uncredited, unrecognized. Finally, after sharing 
many of her deepest feelings with her teacher, her tears began to be mixed 
with laughter. 

“Passing the test would be... so wonderful! I just... I just can’t believe so 
many good things are happening to me here at Lyceum! If I pass the test, 
then I can just start earning college credits, and I won’t have to worry about 
High School ever again!” 

“That’s right! And I assure you, the test is easy to pass. At Lyceum, we 
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tend to over-prepare our young people, and most of them get the Honors 
Certificate.” 

They started walking again, taking two of the last few seats in the 
members’ area of the Dining Hall. 

“Are there any other classes you’d like to take once you're out of G.E.D. 
Preparation?” Sister Claudia asked as they filled their plates. 

“Yep! Brother Fred wants me to take a class and be on a security team... 
and I think I like the idea!” 

Sister Claudia nodded as she dressed her salad. She knew she would be 
losing a student, but that was what successful teaching was all about. She 
smiled to herself. 

* 

By the end of their first week at Lyceum, Ashley’s parents had explored 
every corner of the campus, looked in on every type of activity, talked to many 
different members from those sweeping floors to those making policy 
decisions. They hadn’t found the back room. They were beginning to truly 
relax and genuinely enjoy their vacation. 

Ashley had been able to be their guide at times, and at other times they 
had strolled by themselves. Their adopted daughter had been able to share 
one meal, sometimes two, with them each day. They all enjoyed the 
Thanksgiving banquet together, but to her parent’s surprise, Ashley had eaten 
lightly and returned to the gym as soon as it was over. 

They were impressed by all the religious events that took place during that 
weekend, and attended Mass with Ashley on Saturday evening. The public 
inspirational service had an appropriate seasonal theme, and they enjoyed 
watching their daughter dance. 

One last stone remained unturned. On Monday they decided to see exactly 
what it was that Ashley did all those hours in the gym. They had inquired, and 
determined that there was a spectator’s area from where they could watch at 
any time. Not wanting to distract their daughter’s work, they slipped in 
during the middle of the afternoon. 

They were amazed by what they saw. It had taken Ashley years of hard 
work to get to level seven and the State Championships. Her mother 
remembered the routines that had earned her daughter the gold medal in 
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Sioux Falls nearly two years before, and she knew that her daughter hadn’t 
been able to learn much more until coming to Lyceum. What she saw now 
was very different, and made her daughter’s previous routines look like child’s 
play. 

Ashley completed the balance beam routine she had been doing. 

“Not your best,” Sister Shannon said. 

“I know. I wobbled on my aerial, blew my posture on the first handspring, 
and almost fell after the punch-back.” 

“And you looked stiff as a board during your arabesque.” 

“Yeah, I remember now. I could feel it. I’d give myself a... 9.5?” 

“Id give you a 9.4!” Sister Shannon said. “Want to do it again?” 

“Of course! But I need some juice first.” Ashley strode to the snack table 
by the coach’s office, and as she drained a cup of juice, saw her parents. She 
waved at them, and they waved back, hoping their presence wouldn’t make 
their daughter nervous. 

Ashley mounted the beam and practiced balancing on one foot with her 
arms and other leg stretched out in flight while Sister Shannon critiqued 
Tabitha’s vault. As soon as the lady coach was free, Ashley hopped down. 

“Okay, kid, close your eyes and visualize that aerial and your transition 
into the next move.” 

Ashley closed her eyes and went through that part of the routine in her 
mind. “I think I know that happened. I was worrying about being off-balance 
to the left, so I over-compensated to the right. But I never was off-balance!” 

“Visualize it without that over-compensation.” 

After a few moments, Ashley said, “Got it.” 

They went through the same process with the other three problems. 
Finally Ashley was ready to try the entire routine again. 

“Focus on the beam. Just you and your routine. Go.” 

Coach Faelan came over to watch as Ashley executed the one and a half 
minute routine. It didn’t contain the very hardest beam skills that had ever 
been done, but it was solid world-class, and few gymnasts, from anywhere in 
the world, had routines more difficult. The arabesque was good, the aerial 
didn’t wobble, the handspring was well-poised, and Ashley took the shock of 
the punch-back as well as anyone could. 
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“Wow!” he said after Ashley landed. “Self-critique?” 

“Tm still not comfortable with that punch-back,” Ashley said. 

“No one ever is. It was fine.” He looked at Sister Shannon. “Score?” 

“Looked perfect to me. At least a 9.9.” 

At least a 9.9. Hearing those words made it all worth it. 

Ashley took a snack break, and then went to the uneven parallel bars. Her 
parents continued to watch as she went through the same process again. 
Then, as five o’clock was approaching, Karen dragged herself and her 
teammates through as many push-ups, sit-ups, handstand-presses, and chin- 
ups as they could do. 

The other two gymnasts staggered to the locker room, but Ashley stood 
there swaying with exhaustion. Her parents became aware that several young 
girls were entering the gym and several parents were sitting down in the 
spectator’s area. Ashley staggered to the snack table, drained two cups of 
juice and grabbed a handful of peanuts. The lady coach came out of the office 
and handed her a sandwich, which Ashley started eating voraciously. 

A minute later Ashley was warming-up her class and seemed to be fresh 
and relaxed. Her parents couldn’t believe that she had just completed four 
hours of her own strenuous training. 

One of the other parents noticed them watching the class intently. She 
turned around and said, “Do you have a daughter who is going to be taking 
lessons here?” 

Ashley’s father saw an opportunity for an outside opinion. “Yes. How’s 
the coaching?” 

“Better than you'll find in the city. The other gyms just hire minimum- 
wage people to drag the kids through their program, and the kids spend half 
their time waiting to use the equipment. None of the personal attention the 
girls get here. The few good coaches in town have all moved up into 
administration. Our daughter is learning very quickly, and she tried two other 
gyms and didn’t get anywhere. This coach spotted her posture problem the 
very first day. She may be short, but she’s good. Has a gold medal, and is 
getting ready to go to Japan for a meet, I hear.” 

Ashley’s parents were glowing with pride after hearing the other parent’s 
words. 
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Ashley worked with her girls on some tumbling skills, and then they spent 
considerable time on the low balance beams. The class ended with a few 
minutes of free dance to some rhythmic music, their regular conditioning time 
of sit-ups, push-ups, and chin-ups, and then reminders about healthy eating. 
Ashley waved to all the parents in the spectator’s area, including her own, and 
headed for French class. 

* 

Ashley’s thirteenth birthday celebration came in several short sections. 
With her departure for Japan only three days away, an order from the 
Secretary General could not have made her miss even an hour of her precious 
training time. 

The first section came in the gym during lunch as the coaches and 
gymnasts sat around the conference table in the office eating and talking 
about matters related to their upcoming trip. 

“Are all of you working with your mentors to get work shifts and other 
responsibilities covered, Friday through Tuesday?” Coach Faelan asked. 

All three of them nodded. 

“Did you talk to Brother Carlos about coaching our classes?” Karen asked. 

“Yes. That’s all set up. He’ll be here Thursday so you can introduce him to 
the students and parents.” He ate silently for a few moments. “How are you 
all doing in the emotional and psychological departments?” 

The three gymnasts thought about his question. Karen spoke first. 

“Tm worried how it will effect us to do all this training, and then sit in vans 
and airplanes all day Friday, and then have to compete on Saturday.” 

“It’s a problem. We're going to warm-up and stretch at the airport, and do 
what stretching we can on the plane, and again when we land. We'll be able to 
have good work-outs Friday night and Saturday morning. Our internal clocks 
will be way out of sync, but we’ll compensate with dietary and other factors. 
The home team always has the advantage, especially at international meets.” 

“I’ve had a hard time sleeping the last few nights,” Tabitha said, “and I 
keep dreaming about... crossing all those miles and miles of ocean.” 

“Does anything bad happen in your dreams?” Sister Shannon asked. 

“No. I just see it going by below us, miles and miles and miles of it.” 

“Shall we do some guided fantasies together after lunch, and maybe again 
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this evening? We should be able to get you more comfortable with the idea, 
and help you get to sleep.” 

“Okay.” 

“How's everything with you, Ashley?” Brother Faelan asked. 

“Sometimes my parents being here makes me nervous. And since I’m 
trying to spend some time with them, I hardly have a minute to myself. Today 
is the worst.” 

“Because it’s your birthday!” 

Ashley turned red as everyone clapped and cheered. Sister Shannon 
brought out a tray of cupcakes, all of which had the number thirteen inscribed 
in the icing. Ashley’s cupcake held a single candle, which Shannon proceeded 
to light. 

“You guys are too much!” 

“We considered cramming thirteen candles into your cupcake, but decided 
the icing would be totally trashed!” Karen said. 

“Thanks,” Ashley said. 

“And they're not all that bad for you!” Tabitha said. “Liberty used a 
healthy carrot cake recipe!” 

Ashley giggled, still a little embarrassed, and after blowing out and 
removing the candle, took a big bit of her cupcake. 

“You have a Children’s Program shift later this week, don’t you Ashley?” 
Coach Faelan said. 

“Yeah. Thursday morning.” 

“Forget about it. I'll get you a substitute. Use that time with your parents, 
sit in a hot pool, whatever. But no training. Okay?” 

“T usually love my shift with the kids, but this week I won’t argue!” Ashley 
said, taking another bite of cupcake. 

* 

The second part of Ashley’s birthday came as she met her parents in the 
Garden Dining Room at 6:10, having just showered after four hours of 
training and one hour of coaching. As she had requested, they had already 
ordered, and her salad was waiting for her, with her seafood platter not far 
behind. As she slid into the booth, she saw the large gift-wrapped and 
ribboned box sitting on the seat beside her place. She grinned from ear to ear. 
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“Happy birthday, teenager!” her father said. 

Ashley reached over the table and held hands with both of them for a 
moment, not really knowing what to say. 

“Happy birthday, Honey!” her mother said. “We are really proud of 
everything you are doing, and we hope you find our little gift useful.” 

“Mom! This gift might be lots of things, but it is not little!” she said, 
eyeing the huge box. 

Her mother smiled. 

“Go ahead, open it!” her father said. 

Ashley was reminded of happy times back home in Rapid City as she tore 
the wrapping paper and slipped off the ribbon. The box inside was plain 
brown and did not announce its contents. She opened one end and found a 
sturdy handle, and pulling, discovered that she had just received a small 
traveling trunk, lightweight but very strong and well padded, obviously meant 
to withstand years of serious use. Suddenly she remembered her dreams, of 
traveling to faraway lands and speaking different languages. She had been so 
busy training that she had hardly stopped to realize that another big part of 
those dreams was about to come true — crossing the Pacific Ocean and seeing 
Japan were about to be added to her list of accomplishments. 

“It’s... perfect!” She opened it, found that the inside was also well-made, 
with a shelf that hinged up and pockets for little things. Inside were several 
items of new clothing and in the pockets were several small gifts. “I’m going 
to take it to Japan with me, and everywhere else I go that I have to take lots of 
stuff. Thank you so very much!” 

“It’s supposed to take the rough baggage handling in airports and train 
stations very well,” her father said. 

At that moment their platters of food arrived, and Ashley had to put her 
gift under the table. Before she started eating, she slid over and hugged her 
parents. They were, she was absolutely sure, the very best parents that 
anyone could ever have. 

* 

Finally, as soon as Interpretive Dance was over at nine p.m., Ashley ran all 
the way to the parking lot outside the Residential Lobby. Sister Heather 
already had the van’s motor running, Ashley’s parents were beside Heather in 
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the front seat, and the back was crammed with assorted bouncing youthful 
heads that turned out to be Liberty, Jason, Sarah, Shawn, Karen, Tabitha, 
Jenny, and Brian. Ashley joined those in the back. 

At the first of their stops for desserts and beverages, Ashley had a banana 
split and received a gift from Sister Heather and more small gifts from her 
parents. 

At the second stop she had a piece of pie and received gifts from all of her 
young friends at Lyceum. 

At the third and last stop, the only thing Ashley would order was a small 
glass of milk. Liberty brought out a box that had obviously come through the 
mail. 

“And perhaps more important than any of our gifts, there is a boy 
somewhere out there in the world who loves you,” Liberty said, handing the 
box to Ashley. 

“Where?” Jason asked. 

Ashley noticed that Jenny was smiling. Then she noticed that she and 
Brian were holding hands. “New Orleans,” she informed them with a grin. 

Ashley opened it to find a flashy designer leotard that was just her size, a 
disk of the dance competition she had attended in Seattle, and a box of fine 
candies, very much like the ones she and Tim had shared on their special 
night together. A smile of sweet remembrance grew on her face, and everyone 
could tell that the items she had received held special meanings for her. She 
read the card, but did not reveal what it said to anyone else. 

Ashley fell fast asleep on the drive back to Lyceum. Her father carried her 
in, and Liberty paged the Security Office and they gave her an override code 
she could use to unlock Ashley’s room. They tucked her into bed, stacked all 
her gifts on her desk, set her alarm clock, and slipped quietly out. 

* 

Friday morning was a busy time for many at Lyceum. Two hundred and 
ten members of a religious order were arriving for a month long retreat, a 
weekend conference of about a hundred social scientists was beginning, and 
an advance team was on campus to prepare for a Search and Rescue training 
that would make extensive use of the Garden of Endor. All that was in 
addition to preparations for Lyceum’s usual weekend visitors. 
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The van that left at six in the morning, containing three gymnasts, two 
coaches, and a driver, was only witnessed by two proud parents who waved 
from the door of the Residential Lobby. In a little more than twelve hours 
they would be back on a train bound for Cheyenne, Wyoming, and from there 
a bus to Rapid City, South Dakota. They couldn’t think of anywhere else at 
Lyceum to look for skeletons, so they just planned to relax and enjoy their last 
day on campus. 

The coaches and gymnasts had arisen at three in the morning. Sister 
Shannon had divided their activities and meals for that day, which would 
actually be thirty-one hours long because of the crossing of time zones, into 
two separate days, each with its own breakfast, lunch, dinner, and sleep time. 
She planned to have her gymnasts wide awake during their days of 
competition, even though their internal clocks would be completely confused. 

Portland International Airport was fairly quiet at that hour. They checked 
their baggage, and Ashley watched her new travel trunk disappear down the 
conveyer belt. The waitress in the restaurant was slightly bothered by their 
ordering of salads and other lunch items at seven in the morning, but decided 
it was probably worth a handsome tip. It was. 

After having their carry-on luggage scanned, they made their way to the 
departure gate, found an unused bit of carpet, and did more warm-up and 
stretching exercises. Sister Shannon repeatedly mentioned that it was already 
the middle of their day, and discouraged the girls from looking at any clocks 
they might be able to see. 

At eight o’clock they boarded the huge jetliner. They already knew the 
lunch that would be served during the flight would be their dinner, and that 
during the long afternoon their window shades would be down and they 
would need to sleep, or at least rest quietly. They would eat ‘breakfast’ in 
Tokyo. 

Tabitha had already seen the water pass beneath them many times, both in 
her dreams and in her imagination during the therapy she and Sister Shannon 
had done together. It would be the first trans-Pacific flight for all three girls. 
It would also be the first time in twelve years that more than one gymnast 
from the United States had been invited to compete at the Chunichi Cup. 
Perhaps they had been invited because the organizers were sure they didn’t 
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have a chance against the European and Asian competition. 
All three gymnasts were as prepared as they could be to show the world 
otherwise. 


* Ok OK 
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Chapter 19: Chasing World-Class Gold 


Liberty and Shawn had two purposes for getting together that Sunday 
evening. 

Shawn had checked out a small television receiver and recorder, and had 
purchased a blank disk. Liberty had found out that the highlights of the 
Chunichi Cup would be broadcast at seven o’clock in their time zone. 
‘Highlights’ for any program being edited for broadcast from the North 
American Telecommunications Platform, they knew, would mean any 
competitors from their continent, as well as the winners, whoever they turned 
out to be. Jason and Sarah had been invited to join the party. 

But they had work to do also. On the round table in Shawn’s room they 
had spread all their notes on the security incident in early November. A draft 
of their final report was in progress, but many issues remained to be 
discussed. Several nagging questions seemed beyond even their combined 
insight. 

Both the athletic event they would vicariously experience and the mental 
effort they planned to put into the report called for refreshments. On Shawn’s 
desk sat an iced pitcher of mango juice that Liberty had brought, potato chips 
and dip courtesy of Jason, cookies that Sarah had made, and a cold platter of 
meats and cheeses that Shawn had put together. 

Jason had brought two board games, knowing he would have a worthy 
opponent. He and Sarah sat on Shawn’s bed, setting up the pieces for a 
sophisticated simulation of conditions in Europe in the year 1938. Jason was 
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playing Russia, and Sarah was playing Germany. 

“If you win, you have to promise me something,” Jason said. 

“What?” Sarah inquired. 

“That you won’t let it go to your head and start making plans for world 
domination!” 

Sarah burst out laughing. 

The television announcer’s voice, a smooth tenor, caught their attention 
for a moment. “Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the modern Sports 
Pavilion in beautiful Kobe, Japan. This year’s Chunichi Cup has a slightly 
wider field of international competitors than in previous years. The Canadian 
National Champion was invited for the first time in three years, and even, for 
the first time in history, a competitor from the African continent...” 

Liberty dropped the notes she had been staring at and took a sip of her 
juice. “Okay, I see your general point that your dad will turn his anger toward 
Lyceum, but we both agree he doesn’t have any grounds to do that publicly, 
and we also both agree he doesn’t have the balls to hire nasty-enough goons to 
do it privately. So what’s left? We must be missing something...” 

“I wish I knew. I really don’t see how he could get away with anything, 
now that the entire campus knows about the threat and the way he operates. 
He’d have to be so nasty, with guns or something, that he’d risk serious 
consequences to his reputation.” 

“Agreed. Is his desire to get back at you so great that he would risk his 
career?” 

“T don’t know! I never would have guessed he’d do what he already has 
done, in Greenville and here!” 

The narrator’s voice again turned their heads. “Saturday morning, the 
entire slate of gymnasts competed on the vault. Here you see Kathy 
Johansen, our national champion, doing her vault, for which she earned a 
9.4.” 

“Isn't that an unusually low score for Kathy?” a female narrator asked. 

“Yes, Barbara, but remember this is a private, invitational competition. All 
of the judges are from the host nation, and they have their own standards of 
style, even though the rules of technical merit are theoretically international 
in scope.” 
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“I see. And who is this we’re watching now?” 

“This is Karen Sundberg from the United States, a virtual unknown. She 
placed in the National Championships last year, but other than that, has never 
before been seen in world-class competition.” 

“Three such unknowns were invited from the United States as I 
remember.” 

“Yes. That was a first, and the speculation in world-class circles is that it 
was done to actually tarnish the image of the United States as far as Chunichi 
Cup competition is concerned. As unknowns, no one was expecting any 
serious performance from them. Here is Tabitha McDonald’s vault, and 
directly following we will see Ashley Riddle. Karen received a 9.5, Tabitha a 
9.3, and Ashley a 9.2.” 

“So the judges liked Karen’s vault better than Kathy Johansen’s.” 

“That’s right, and if you compare the two, you can see why. Karen’s vault 
was much tighter and crisper, and that’s how the Japanese like to do theirs. 
Let’s take a look at the top scoring European and Asian vaulters, including the 
event winner, Risa Okawa...” 

“T bet Karen was proud to get a good score on her vault,” Shawn said. 

“She’s our best vaulter,” Liberty said. “Ashley would rather do the balance 
beam twice. What’s the absolute lowest you think your dad will stoop?” 

Shawn sat thoughtfully, crunching on a potato chip and remembering his 
father’s venomous words to little Sarah two years before. 

“Three divisions into H-6, and I’m spending five thousand marks to 
reopen the bomb factory on the Rhine,” Sarah said. 

“T had a hunch you'd do that,” Jason said. “Okay, Poland is threatened, so 
I’m putting out a general call to the populous for recruits. That will increase 
my army by ten percent, and I’m moving two divisions to the Polish border, at 
Lemberg and Kovel.” 

“As sad as it makes me, I'll be honest,” Shawn said, finally ready to answer 
Liberty’s question. “I think he would go as low as you can imagine...” 

Liberty whistled. 

“...but only with words and scare tactics. I don’t think he will resort to 
violence.” 

“So after the vaulting was complete, Risa Okawa stood in first place with 


Lyceum Challenge 266 


her 9.9, and Karen Sundberg and Kathy Johansen were in sixth and seventh. 
Now let’s look at the floor exercises that were done on Saturday afternoon. 
Here is where tongues really started waging. First lets watch Tabitha 
McDonald, who pulled off an amazing 9.8.” 

“But remember, John, when they gave her that score, they had already 
given one ten and two 9.9’s to Asian and European gymnasts.” 

“Watch this... punch-front, twisting aerial, double back flip, another 
punch, handspring, somersault, handspring... Tabitha’s tumbling just never 
seems to stop!” 

“It was an amazing exercise.” 

“But what you were saying was absolutely correct, Barbara. The favored 
athletes had already scored well, and the 9.8 allowed them to avoid too much 
criticism, because Tabitha’s performance was stunning by anyone’s standards. 
Here is Ashley Riddle’s exercise, good and solid, not quite as difficult as her 
teammate’s, and clearly in the American style.” 

“And that’s why she only got a 9.5.” 

“No one ever really knows, Barbara...” 

“Too bad so much politics has to come into it,” Jason said. 

Sarah laid a card down. “Speaking of politics, I’m sending a diplomatic 
envoy to the United States, promising them lots of new markets if they stay 
out of the war.” 

“Oooo, that’s dirty!” Jason said. “Because of my previous treaty and my 
trade agreement with England, I have a two point advantage on my roll.” He 
tossed the dice. “Yes! England is an ally, with complete military co- 
protection agreements. Now I send an envoy to the states, and I have a one 
point advantage because of my alliance with England!” 

“Here’s my draft of a worst-case scenario,” Shawn said, handing Liberty 
some papers. “See what you think.” He picked up a cookie and looked at the 
television screen. 

“So the first day of the Chunichi Cup competition ended with two 
Japanese, one Russian, and one Romanian gymnast lined up for the first four 
places, and all four of the gymnasts from the United states standing on the 
edges as possible threats.” 

“That’s right, Barbara. Saturday was all talk, you might say. Sunday is 
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when things really started happening. Now we are about to see the sad 
moment when Kathy Johansen missed the high bar on one of her complex 
release moves. Everything was just fine up to this point, and her bar routine 
was promising a very good score. Here it comes...” 

All four Lyceum members moaned when the national champion fell, slowly 
picked herself up, and with little energy, swung back up to the bars and half- 
heartedly completed her routine. 

“She didn’t seem to be injured in any way, but was obviously shaken badly, 
and wasn’t back in form for the balance beam in the afternoon, as we'll see 
later. Now let’s watch Karen Sundberg again.” 

“John, Karen’s bar routine came right after Kathy’s, didn’t it?” 

“Yes, and you know what a demoralizing effect a fall like that can have on 
the next few gymnasts to perform, especially when they are from the same 
country. But Karen seemed to handle it. Watch this... giant, release, loop to 
the low bar, release, cast and another release. She has so many release moves, 
I’ve heard joking speculation that her gym doesn’t have a set of bars!” 

The lady narrator chuckled. “Let me see, John, she is from a gym called 
Lyceum. I’ve never heard of it.” 

“T hadn’t either, Barbara. Watch this dismount... spectacular, and the 
judges gave her a 9.9. It turns out that Lyceum is well known as an 
international service organization, but it’s elite gymnastics program is very 
small. Next we'll watch Ashley Riddle...” 

“What do you thinks gonna happen?” Liberty asked no one in particular. 

“I think Jason’s infantry at Bialystok is hamburger unless he reinforces it 
fast!” Sarah said. 

“I mean with the gymnastics.” 

“First and second look wrapped up to me,” Shawn said. “Japan and 
Russia. Third and above are wide open.” 

“Agreed,” Jason said. “I didn’t know you'd be fooled by that little decoy so 
easily, Sarah! Two divisions by sea from Leningrad, three by land, a friendly 
protection force that is applauded by the populous as they march, all 
converging in Danzig. Any questions?” 

“There’s Ashley!” Liberty said, and they all watched. 

“Again, ladies and gentlemen, Ashley Riddle’s performance is solid, but 
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not quite as difficult as Karen’s. Here’s her dismount. Wow! I have never 
seen height like that!” 

“Wasn't that a quadruple somersault, John?” 

“Yes, Barbara. The video has already been analyzed in slow motion to 
confirm it.” 

“So why only a 9.4?” 

“The Japanese have never been big on fancy bar dismounts, Barbara...” 

Liberty refilled her mango juice and finished reading Shawn’s draft. 
“Okay, it looks good, but it assumes he'll use goons again. What would be the 
worst-case if he decided to do something personally?” 

Shawn had a puzzled look on his face as he slowly swallowed a slice of 
turkey. 

“Ha, ha! The United States took the bait! No possible intervention for five 
turns!” Sarah taunted. 

“Lucky dice roll...!” Jason complained. 

“We're going to save the surprise for last, aren’t we Barbara?” 

“I should hope so! Here’s Risa Okawa’s balance beam routine, for which 
she earned a 9.8.” 

“Very nice. Those of you following the scores already know that her 9.8 
makes her the untouchable gold medallist for this year’s Chunichi Cup.” 

“Here’s her dismount, and a tiny step. Next let’s watch Ashley Riddle, who 
is a fairly unique gymnast in that the beam appears to be her strongest 
routine, at least at this competition.” 

“Amazing, John. She’s doing punch-backs on the beam. Has that ever 
been done before?” 

“Yes, but seldom in competition. It’s a move that no gymnast seems to like 
doing. For this excellent routine, she received only a 9.7, which left a lot of 
observers grumbling.” 

“Not into punch-backs, I guess.” 

“I guess not, Barbara. Now let’s watch Svetlana Kochetkova’s beam 
performance that secured her second place medal.” 

Sarah got some meats and cheeses and Liberty grabbed a handful of potato 
chips. They were all still wondering what the surprise was. The Russian 
gymnast was fantastic, and everyone agreed she deserved a medal. 
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“Okay, John, were almost out of time, so we'd better bring out the 
surprise.” 

“Yes Barbara, it’s that time. Let’s watch Karen Sundberg’s beam routine. 
Here’s her mount, and she immediately flies into two layouts, and never 
seems to drop back to the simple moves, although she does get in all required 
elements.” 

“Karen,” Liberty whispered, smiling. “She must be the surprise!” 

“This is really amazing, John. I get the feeling that this is the performance 
of her life.” 

“Yes. Punch-back, somersault and right into an aerial, and here comes her 
dismount, and just as you’re sure she’s going to miss the beam, she catches 
the very end and throws in a double-twisting back handspring!” 

“The crowd went wild over that performance, as you can hear in the 
background, ladies and gentlemen, and the judges couldn’t avoid the perfect 
ten they handed her.” 

“Which, of course, is the score that gave this nearly unknown gymnast, 
from an unknown gym, the bronze medal at this year’s Chunichi cup.” 

All four Lyceum members in Shawn’s apartment clapped and cheered and 
smiled for their friend. 

“Let’s take a look at the final rankings, Barbara. As you can see, Tabitha 
McDonald came in with a sixth place ribbon, Ashley Riddle with an eighth 
place, and Kathy Johansen with a disappointing eleventh.” 

“And the prizes this year are higher than ever before, John. Risa Okawa 
takes home the equivalent of about one hundred and twelve thousand dollars, 
Svetlana Kochetkova is eighty-nine thousand dollars richer, and Karen 
Sundberg earns about seventy-two thousand dollars.” 

“Jeez. I should have been a gymnast!” Liberty said, half seriously. 

* 

When the three gymnasts stepped off the plane at Portland International 
Airport on Tuesday evening, they hadn’t been stretching at every opportunity, 
they hadn’t made any provision for jet lag, and they hadn’t been eating 
healthy food. They were on vacation. 

So many people had wanted to meet them at the airport that Lyceum had 
used one of its large buses. Liberty and Sarah were there, but Shawn was at 
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work in the Library. As soon as the gymnasts and proud coaches stepped out 
of the boarding tunnel, they were surrounded by forty-three friends and 
associates. All the way back to Lyceum they told about their trip, and the 
meet, and the sight-seeing they had done on Monday. 

After they arrived back at Lyceum, Brian let Ashley put her travel trunk 
and other baggage in her room before he gave her the bad news. They both 
ran all the way to the Hospice Center. 

Jenny was in bed and Brother Kenneth was there, sitting in a chair 
checking his patient’s temperature. Ashley kneeled down beside the doctor. 

“Hi, Jenny.” 

“Hi, Ashes. I heard you got a ribbon.” 

“Yeah. What happened to you?” 

Jenny looked at her doctor. 

“It’s a type of pneumonia. It’s rarely serious in healthy people.” 

“Could it be...” Ashley started. 

“Fatal to Jenny? Yes. But she’s already told me she’s not ready to go yet. 
She wants to fight it with everything necessary.” 

Just then Jenny started coughing, a deep, painful cough. Brother Kenneth 
rolled her on her side and massaged her throat, and Brian went to the other 
side of the bed and rubbed Jenny’s back. When the fit was finally over, Jenny 
was almost blue with exhaustion. 

“And she’s on strong cough suppressants,” the doctor said, glancing at 
Ashley with a serious look on his face. 

Ashley moved to the edge of the bed and held Jenny’s hand. The sick girl 
was Starting to get her color back. 

“T haven’t been a very good friend recently. Now that my parents are gone 
and the Chunichi Cup’s over, I’d like to spend more time with you.” 

“Okay,” Jenny whispered. She swallowed a few times, and was then able 
to speak softly. “Voice Seven is in the computer. I just have to polish it and 
then start putting them all together.” 

“First you have to get well,” Brian said. 

“You should be feeling better soon,” Brother Kenneth said. “The antibiotic 
should be kicking those bugs out of your body on about the fourth day of the 
series, and that will be day after tomorrow. You’re lucky, Jenny. If you had 
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been on the cancer chemotherapy, the pneumonia would have been even 
harder to fight.” 

There was a knock at the door. 

“Come in,” Jenny whispered. 

“Come in!” Ashley repeated. 

Sister Marscha entered carrying a steaming vaporizer. 

“Thank you, Marscha. She just had another bad coughing fit,” the doctor 
said. 

The herbalist held the vapor tube near Jenny’s nose. 

“Smells nice,” Jenny whispered. 

“Mullein, echinacea, licorice, comfrey, elecampane, and garlic. Just a little 
garlic. But if it’s consistent with your other therapies, I’d like you to start 
taking a lot more garlic. We were paying a little too much attention to your 
cancer, and not enough to simple infections. Would that be okay with you, 
Jenny?” 

“Tf it’s okay with Doctor Kenneth...” 

Brother Kenneth picked up his clipboard. “That would be fine. Dose?” 

“Twenty m.g. essence, dilute, por os q.i.d., p.c. and h.s.,” she said and the 
doctor wrote. “That means youl have a soft capsule to take after each meal 
and at bedtime.” 

“Okay,” the weak girl whispered. 

* 

Jenny got progressively worse for the next three days, and Ashley spent 
about half of her waking time at her friend’s bedside, along with Brian, 
Shawn, the Hospice Center staff, and several other friends Jenny had made. 
Sister Marscha was able to concoct a cough suppressant that was more 
effective, and several more infection-fighting herbs were introduced into 
Jenny’s diet. Brother Kenneth was worried, until Jenny finally showed signs 
of improvement on the sixth day of her antibiotic series. He wrote new 
orders, extending the series and weaning Jenny from it very, very slowly. He 
even realized that it might be necessary to keep her on one antibiotic or 
another for the remainder of her time with them. 

Ashley went through a major soul searching during Jenny’s illness. The 
realization kept haunting her that Jenny could have died, with her one dream 
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unfulfilled, while Ashley was chasing elusive medals in Japan. She wanted to 
continue to spend time with her friend every day, even when Jenny would be 
able to return to the Audio Production Studio and work on her music again. 

* 

As Ashley sat at a computer terminal about a week later, glancing at her 
schedule, she looked askance at the huge block of time that was devoted to 
gymnastics every week, with more hours going into exercise and dance. It was 
just a momentary feeling. She loved gymnastics and dance. But on some level 
of her mind she knew that her life couldn’t remain centered around them 
forever. 


* Ok OK 
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Chapter 20: The Greatest Gift 


Liberty, carrying an unopened envelope in her hand, arrived at her 
mentorship meeting with Sister Nancy the Monday after taking her G.E.D. 
exam. 

“Ts that the magic envelope?” the tall, blond lady asked. 

“This is the one, the only, magic envelope.” 

“T see you haven’t opened it...” 

“Scared to.” 

“How do you think you did?” 

“Awesome. I always ace tests. And they always think of a reason to flush 
my credit anyway.” 

“But remember, they don’t know a thing about you, except what you did 
during those six hours. And even if they did, it wouldn’t make any difference. 
Only your scores matter.” 

“I was good. Except when the moron started beating on the vending 
machine in the break room. Can you believe I had to show a grown man how 
to use the coin return?” 

“Yes, Liberty, I'd believe it,” Sister Nancy said, chuckling. “You didn’t give 
him a black eye or go to bed with him or anything like that, did you?” 

“No, I kept it on the verbal level, using words he probably didn’t 
understand. But there were others in the room who got the gist of what I was 
saying and rolled with laughter!” 

“Well, are you going to open it?” 
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“Guess I should...” Liberty tore open one end and pulled out the enclosed 
card. With eyes closed, she handed it to her mentor. 

“This really is scary for you, isn’t it?” 

“Uh huh.” 

“Tt says that you scored in the ninety-ninth percentile in all subjects, and 
have earned an Honors Certificate of General Educational Development. 
Happy?” 

Liberty let out the deep breath she was holding and opened her eyes. 
“Happy!” 

“Your dad will be proud.” 

“I’m going to call him tonight. I want to tell him about my decision to join 
a security team.” 

“How's that report going? Any problems working with Shawn? I know 
you had some feelings for him once.” 

“We haven’t had any problems at all. I think we’ve both accepted the 
inevitability of what happened — I mean what didn’t happen. We're almost 
done with the report. Sister Ruth is going to critique it for us before we give it 
to Brother Fred.” 

“Great!” 

“You see... about Shawn... if ’d gotten close to him, I would have been 
back in the teacher role, if you know what I mean. I needed to get out of that 
role. I needed to forget that I knew anything about love. I needed to start all 
over again.” 

“T think I understand. Has Jason given you that chance?” 

“Yes. I think I’m falling in love with him. And... as strange as this 
sounds... I’m not sure I’ve ever been in love before.” 

“Love has many manifestations. They are all equally valid to the person 
experiencing them. Please don’t put down your earlier years. You would not 
be who and where you are today without them. You would probably never 
have discovered Lyceum if you hadn’t gone out on the town that night a year 
and a half ago.” 

“Gosh. I never thought of it that way. I guess you're right. I'd still be 
hopping from school to school in Pennsylvania and New Jersey. What’s in the 
bag?” 
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“Snacks. Would you like mango or pineapple juice?” 

“Um... I’m ready for a change. I’ll take pineapple this time.” 

“So... G.E.D. Preparation is history...” 

“Except for my graduation party next week!” 

“Yes, I got my invitation this morning. And you're adding Security 
Procedures and Ethics on Friday mornings. Any other classes that we need to 
talk about?” 

“Sometimes I feel like something’s missing, but I don’t know what.” 

“Math?” 

“Navigation is plenty.” 

“Science?” 

“Maybe. I’ve got Computer Control Systems, but hearing Shawn talk 
about the labs almost makes me want to get familiar with them.” 

“You can do that without taking a class, of course. And there is a General 
Science class if you can’t decide...” 

“Yeah. Maybe I’ll poke around after Christmas and see what looks 
interesting. I just had my second training flight!” 

“How did it go?” 

“Great, like the first one. Erica had a hanger door mocked up with lasers, 
and I had to fly through it. It’s tricky flying at an altitude of two feet! Your 
own ground wash constantly buffets you around. After I went through 
without touching the lasers, she let me take it up to a thousand feet and really 
fly.” 

“T hear you’re going to have some serious Technical Assistant shifts during 
Christmas...” 

“Yeah! Brother Glen says we’re going to be working our fingers off, and 
he’s giving me several small jobs to handle by myself. I’m jazzed!” 

“That'll make you an Environmental Control Technician, and not just an 
assistant! I think our special Christmas schedules will be out in a couple of 
days. Can your dad visit?” 

“He wants to, and was going to try to carve out a few days, but he’s 
working really hard on the Nuclear Disarmament Treaty, and he says there’s 
all kinds of games being played by everyone you could imagine. Maybe he'll 
know tonight when I call him.” 
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“How’s swimming?” 

“Good. You know, with the clean air here, and the exercise I get, and since 
I’ve quit coffee and most other garbage, I think I’m healthier than I’ve ever 
been before. Oh, yeah, I had that Group B Virus Test that you suggested. I 
only had one, and they gave me some pills that would zap it.” 

“Neat! It’s not required for much, but I thought it would give you a little 
extra... peace of mind.” 

They both sat in silence for a minute, snacking on crackers and gazing out 
the window at a light mist that was falling. 

“Have you seen the new evaluation group?” Sister Nancy asked. 

“Yeah. It’s big, and there are two teenagers in it. It’s hard to believe it was 
only half a year ago that I was in one, and sweating like an idiot because I had 
been mean to Sarah!” 

They both laughed about Liberty’s old mistake. 

“And now she and I are friends, and I’m flying helicopters, and I just 
graduated, and I’m about to get some Tech assignments of my own, and I'll be 
on a security team in February... and I’ve got you.” 

“Me?” 

“Yeah. You're like the mom I never had.” 

Sister Nancy was silent for a moment, absorbing the implications of what 
Liberty had just said. “That’s a great honor, Liberty. Thank you for telling 
me. Does that mean I get to spank you when you’re bad?” 

“No! A note on my computer account will do.” 

They both laughed again. 

* 

After Navigation class on Wednesday, as was her habit, Liberty wandered 
out to the Small Animal Barn to help Jason with his charges. She took with 
her, as was also her habit, samples of her baking from that morning. It had 
become hard to distinguish them from those made by Brenda and the other 
experienced bakers. 

“What’s in the box?” he inquired as he handed a head of lettuce to the 
hungry giant tortoise in the pen before them. 

“Apple turnovers. Where are the other two?” 

“Hibernating under those cardboard boxes over there. Sam usually stays 
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out the longest, but he’ll probably be joining them by New Year’s.” 

They sat down on a bench together near the ewe pen, shared a leisurely 
kiss, and then Liberty opened her pastry box. 

“Yum! Those look good!” 

She handed him one, and they shared the pleasures of the palate together 
in silence. A few moments later an ewe walked over to the side of the pen 
near them and bleated. 

“Hi, Penny! It’s good to see you. Are you enjoying the break in the 
weather?” 

“She was running around the pasture this morning,” Jason said. 
“Delicious turnover! Thank you. We’d better feed the llamas before they see 
us sitting here and decide to spit at us.” 

Liberty giggled and followed Jason to the llama pen. They each grabbed a 
chunk of hay and entered the pen. Jason stroked and talked to each animal as 
it wandered in from the pasture. Soon all five were munching the tasty alfalfa. 

“What’s left to do?” Liberty asked. 

Jason was just about to answer when he noticed something unusual. One 
of the llamas had stopped eating and was hanging her head down almost to 
the ground. 

“What’s the matter, Juanita? I’ve never seen you look like this before. Her 
color’s off, isn’t it, Lib?” 

“Yes. She’s rapidly turning blue.” 

The llama suddenly made some coughing, gasping sounds, and proceeded 
to lose her lunch, and possibly several previous meals, out of both ends. 

“Oh, God. If this is what I think it is, she won’t be standing for long. You’d 
better give me a hand...” 

Before Liberty could respond, Juanita was falling sideways. Jason was 
able to break her fall and settle her onto the soft floor of the pen. 

“Get Brother Mohammed! Tell him to be ready for emergency abdominal 
surgery! If he’s not on campus, get whatever doctor is!” 

Liberty ran out of the pen and into the little office in the corner of the 
barn. Jason’s heart was racing, but he knew his mind needed to stay calm. 
He continued to examine the semi-conscious animal. Yes, as he had 
suspected, he could feel the throbbing, painful lump in the llama’s abdomen. 
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He could tell she was in great pain, and part of him wanted to cry. In a few 
moments, Liberty was back beside him. 

“He’s on his way. What can I do?” 

Jason forced himself to think. “Get the other llamas out of here, give them 
some hay in the corral. Then we need to clean up this mess and get ready for 
surgery. I think she has a blocked intestine, and it will soon kill her if we can’t 
fix it. God, I’m glad Brother Mohammed’s here!” 

By the time Liberty had all the other llamas out, who were in the middle of 
their meal and were not at all impressed with the idea, the veterinarian had 
arrived. While he examined Juanita and talked with Jason, Liberty scooped 
up the foul-smelling puddles with a shovel and carried them out to the 
compost pile. By the time she returned with fresh shavings, Brother 
Mohammed was getting ready to anesthetize his patient. Jason dashed back 
into the pen with clean sheets and began spreading them around and under 
the unconscious animal. 

“Liberty,” the vet said in his thick, middle-eastern accent, “please operate 
the sterile field generator.” It wasn’t a question. He began shaving the 
animal’s belly in preparation for opening her. 

Liberty had a vague idea of what such a thing was, but the thought of being 
responsible for operating one, during a life and death surgery, made her bite 
her lip. Okay, Liberty, time to put that supposedly high intelligence of yours 
to good use. Operate the sterile field generator. Do it now, and do it right. 

Jason handed her the case that contained the instrument she had to 
employ. There was a grateful look in his eyes. Then he continued preparing 
the tools the vet would be using. 

She opened the case. The device had a handle, several controls, and a 
trigger. The sterile field was obviously emitted from the opposite end from 
the handle. It didn’t look that hard. She just had to figure out the controls. 
They were labeled Intensity, Spread, and Pulse. 

“Liberty, intensity three, spread ten, pulse one. Five seconds over the area 
I have shaved,” the vet said. 

Liberty touched the controls until the right numbers appeared, moved the 
device near the newly shaven skin, and pressed the trigger, moving it slowly 
so that it would cover the entire area in about five seconds. Then she released 


Lyceum Challenge 279 


the trigger. 

Neither Brother Mohammed nor Jason had been able to watch her, and so 
neither could give her any feedback on what she had just done. They were 
busy preparing the surgical tools that might save the llama’s life, if used 
quickly and properly. The magnitude of the trust they were giving her was 
almost overwhelming. 

Brother Mohammed turned back to the hopefully sterile surgery site and 
began to cut. “Intensity one, pulse five, now.” 

Liberty jabbed at the controls and pressed the trigger, leaving the vet 
enough room to work. A moment later several loops of intestine bulged out of 
the opening, one of which contained a swollen, blackened, contorted section. 
Brother Mohammed quickly went to work severing and sealing the blood 
vessels that led to the effected section. 

“Go to spread eight,” he said, and Liberty complied without releasing the 
trigger. Jason was handing him more tools, often without any word being 
spoken, and the vet was preparing to remove the ugly section of intestine. 
Jason held a sterile pan underneath to catch the useless tissue and its 
contents as his mentor cut. 

A few tedious minutes later, the offending section of tube, about seven or 
eight inches long, had been completely removed. It stank. The vet was now 
working to join the remaining ends together. “Vary the angle to avoid 
shadows, Liberty,” he said. 

She realized that the sterile field generator probably emitted some form of 
electromagnetic energy, and if an area was constantly behind something, like 
the surgeon’s hands, a microbe could slip in and remain there. She began to 
move the device slowly to different positions. 

After more tedious minutes, he had completed the connection. 

“She’s regaining consciousness,” Jason said. 

“Allah! I need five more minutes!” Brother Mohammed said with 
frustration. 

“Should I put her to sleep again?” 

“No. I don’t think she would survive it. Liberty, continue the field, and 
prepare to immobilize her front legs.” 

“Any suggestions on how?” 
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The vet wasn’t listening. He was busy closing the abdominal cavity as 
quickly as he could. Jason was lashing the animal’s hind legs together with a 
wide strap. “Just be prepared for her to kick, and make sure those kicks can’t 
get to the surgical site. I'll be there as soon as I can.” 

Liberty did the only thing she could think of to do, and still maintain the 
sterile field. She moved her own body behind the Ilama’s front legs, which 
were even then starting to twitch. The vet was nearing the end of the closing 
procedure, and as soon as Jason had finished strapping the hind legs to a 
post, he dashed around to help her with the front legs. Just then the legs 
started kicking. Three times they beat against Liberty’s side before Jason 
could immobilize them. The sterile field generator shook but Liberty didn’t 
let go. The vet finished the closure, quickly spread an ointment along the 
incision, and tossed his tools into a pan. 

“Field off!” 

“Are you okay?” Jason asked Liberty. 

“Ouch! I’m going to have some bruises, but I think I’m okay. Did we do it? 
Did it work?” 

“We did what we could,” Brother Mohammed said. “Now time and Allah 
will decide. Thank you, Liberty.” Then he prepared to administer some 
relaxing and pain-killing medications to the awakening animal. 

After their patient was made comfortable, they talked about schedules, 
and Brother Mohammed decided that he and Jason would stay with the llama 
for the next three hours. That would give Liberty a chance to get cleaned up, 
go to Russian, and bring back dinner trays. Then she and Jason would watch 
Juanita for the evening, while the vet got dinner and arranged for others to 
help later. 

* 

When Liberty returned to the barn with a well-laden tray in each hand, she 
found Jason feeding some alfalfa pellets to the still restrained llama, and 
Brother Mohammed checking some vital signs. 

“Thanks, Lib!” Jason said. 

“How is our patient?” 

“Surprisingly good,” the vet said. “Her temperature is up a little, so please 
watch it closely this evening. And keep the animal warm and comfortable.” 
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He stood and began packing his instruments. “I will stop by several times this 
evening. Call me if you need to.” 

“Thank you so much, Brother Mohammed. We'll watch her closely,” Jason 
said. 

The next several hours were tense. Both of the youth found things to do, a 
little cleaning here, a little animal brushing there, but every time Juanita 
made a funny noise, they dashed back to the llama pen to comfort her and try 
to determine if the veterinarian was required. Jason monitored his patient’s 
temperature, and to their relief, it only rose another degree before settling 
back to normal. Whenever Juanita would eat or drink, they let her. Brother 
Mohammed stopped by almost hourly. 

The pair didn’t feel like talking much, especially as midnight approached. 
They took to leaning against bales of hay, side by side, sometimes holding 
hands, sometimes not. Finally at midnight, Sister Claire, whom Liberty knew 
from the Horse Barn, arrived to watch their animal for a few hours. 

“Sorry I couldn’t get here sooner. You think you have a zoo here — you 
should see the Main Lobby! There are conferences overlapping with 
seminars, tangled up with retreats and mixed up with hermitages. How long 
does Mohammed want to keep her restrained?” 

“Until at least morning. She hates it, but she’s putting up with it. Then we 
go to the belly bands.” 

“She won’t like those, either!” 

“I know. Thanks for helping, Claire. Brother Mohammed will be sleeping 
on his pager, and so will I. After a shower, that is!” 

Liberty sniffed at him melodramatically. “You smell okay to me!” 

“That’s because you smell like llama urp too!” 

She punched him in the shoulder and they staggered toward the residence 
halls. 

* 

When Liberty, not finding Jason in his room, arrived at the barn early the 
following morning, she learned that Juanita had become very agitated during 
the night and had torn open part of her incision. Jason had only gotten two 
hours sleep, and Brother Mohammed had already been there and returned to 
bed. Sister Claire was still there, but was about to retire, as she had an 
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important work shift in just a few hours. 

Liberty brought Jason breakfast and some other supplies he needed before 
running to her Children’s Program shift. When she got back to the barn, 
Jason and the vet were fitting Juanita with the abdominal supports she would 
have to wear for several weeks. They were glad of an extra hand. 

Right after lunch, two members arrived to relieve the sweaty, dirty trio. 
Jason dragged himself home again, and Liberty went to Helicopter 
Maintenance, which was a busy two hours of actual maintenance procedures, 
as the holiday events were keeping Lyceum’s airborne fleet busy. 

In the middle of the afternoon she called the barn, just out of concern for 
Juanita, and to her dismay, Jason answered. Again he had only gotten a 
couple of hours of sleep, as the llama had been in pain and he and Brother 
Mohammed had needed to adjust her belly bands. She hurried over with 
supplies, snacks, and comforting words and kisses. 

About five o’clock of the day after her surgery, Juanita finally seemed to be 
stabilized, and Jason curled up on the cot in the barn’s little office and was 
instantly asleep. Liberty used the computer terminal there to leave a note for 
Brother Ben stating that she would have to miss Swimming that day, and 
canceled her Flight Simulator reservation for that evening. Then she just sat 
in the office near Jason looking at magazines, or helped the other members 
with the animals. 

* 

At nine o’clock that evening, Jason awoke more refreshed than he had felt 
in two days. And he was very happy to discover that Juanita was still in a 
comfortable, stable condition. The members who had been covering the barn 
all afternoon and evening went home, and Brother Mohammed arrived soon 
after. He examined the llama thoroughly. 

“Praise be to Allah! I think we are finally out of the desert!” he said, and 
both he and Jason smiled and embraced each other, and then grabbed Liberty 
and brought her into the joyful squeeze. 

As the veterinarian had no responsibilities the following day, he planned 
to spend that night in the barn. Jason and Liberty helped him to check on the 
other animals and get ready for his vigil, and then they prepared to return to 
the main building complex. They stopped by the Horse Barn, peeked in on 
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the sleepy equines, and sat down on a bench to collect their thoughts. 

Liberty snuggled close to Jason, and he put his arm around her. 

“Jason, you are a very, very special person. The last two days have made 
me absolutely sure that... that I love you,” she said, looking up into his brown 
eyes. 

He looked at her with a tenderness that made her feel completely 
comfortable with the words she had just spoken. “I’ve had a couple of girls 
want my body,” he said, “including Brenda, as you know, but I don’t think 
anyone’s ever loved me before. But that’s what I’ve been waiting for, and... 
um... I think I also love you, Liberty,” he said and smiled, a bashful, almost 
timid smile. A moment later their hands joined. 

“For two days you've been giving to Juanita more than most people ever 
give to anyone. And I’ve seen you give to many other people and animals. 
Now Id like to give to you. I want to give you the most precious thing I have, 
Jason, and no other boy has ever deserved it like you do. I want to comfort 
you tonight, and hold you while you sleep as deeply and as long as you want... 
if you'll have me...” 

They looked long at each other, and then their heads moved closer 
together and finally their lips met. Liberty gave a major part of herself away 
in that kiss, deciding that this was the right time to let go of all the fears that 
always ran through her mind each time she loved a boy, hoping beyond hope 
that her surrender would be matched by his. 

As if with one unspoken will, they arose and wandered slowly toward the 
residence halls, giggling and swaying as they went, sometimes with their arms 
around each other, sometimes just holding hands. Members they passed 
smiled knowingly. 

Once inside, they detoured through the Dining Hall to collect some snacks, 
and then resumed their original course. With nothing but her body and her 
eyes, Liberty made it known to Jason that she had no need to go to her own 
apartment, that this night would be spent in his room exclusively. He 
willingly guided her in that direction. 

Liberty knew that Jason had wanted to save himself for someone special. 
She also knew that he had once, when he first came to Lyceum, thought that 
Brenda was that special person. To his great sadness, he had found out 
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otherwise. As handsome as he was, the fact that he lived at Lyceum, and the 
fact that he spent so much time caring for all those smelly animals, when not 
working elsewhere or studying, had set him apart, even in the eyes of many 
members. 

But somehow Liberty’s recent experiences had made her ready for Jason. 
During her year at the Buchanan country house, she had become very 
comfortable with the aromas of horses and cows. Lyceum’s llamas, sheep, 
goats, and other creatures were similar enough. Two years before she would 
have laughed at the idea of loving a farm animal boy. Two years before she 
was a child of the city, and had planned to remain one. 

Two years before, Liberty Buchanan would have started by teaching her 
new lover all the intricate arts of pleasuring that he didn’t yet know. She had 
no intention of doing that this time, or ever again. This time she planned to 
share his innocence, giggle and blush right along with him, and not take 
charge at all. She planned to let things happen by themselves, in their own 
sweet time, and if it took all night, that was okay, and if it didn’t happen at all 
that night, that was okay too. Liberty Buchanan was through with 
professional love making. From now on, she planned to remain strictly 
amateur, in the most literal sense of the word. 

And so they sat on Jason’s bed for a long time, just giggling and talking, 
munching on chips, sipping sparkling juices, touching each other playfully. 
Liberty couldn’t remember ever being so happy, so care-free, exploring the 
fingers of her sweetheart’s hand one minute, letting him feed her peanuts the 
next, kissing his neck after that. It was nearly one o’clock in the morning 
before they realized that they hadn’t yet showered since coming in from the 
barn. 

Jason offered his hand, Liberty accepted it, and together they entered his 
tiny bathroom. Both grinning shyly, they made a pile of all their smelly 
clothes, and then Jason adjusted the water and gestured for Liberty to enter. 
She did and he followed. 

* Oe 
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Chapter 21: Approaching Holidays 


The first few times Shawn had taken Marty to the labs, the five-year-old 
had been wide-eyed with awe and curiosity. But by mid-December Marty was 
starting to act like he owned the place. On one particular morning they were 
working their way through a step-by-step chemistry demonstration that 
showed several different reactions, from color changes to gas generation. 
Shawn was learning almost as much as Marty. 

Every time they would observe a reaction, Marty would have three 
responses. First he would laugh and snicker like a little kid. That lasted a 
minute or less. Then he would fall silent and sit staring at the symbolic 
chemical expressions that explained the reaction. That phase lasted five to 
ten minutes. Finally he would get curious about the substance itself and start 
poking at it with whatever was handy, sometimes trying to taste it. That was 
when Shawn had to get tough. 

“You know Marty, that chemical change made our mixture turn black and 
fizzle. How would you like your insides to turn black and fizzle? That just 
might happen if you go eating chemicals without understanding them.” 

Marty was thoughtful. “I won’t eat it, Shawn,” he said in a sober, almost 
sad voice. Then a sparkle came into his eyes. “I'll eat this one!” he said, and 
proceeded to grab a jar and unscrew the lid. 

“Whoa!” Shawn said, grabbing the jar. “See this skull and cross bones? 
Know what that means?” 

“Pirates!” Marty said with surety. 
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Shawn closed his eyes. “You're right. And pirates can be dangerous, and 
so it means that this chemical is poison. Are you smart enough to know what 
poison means, or does Brother Matthew have to cancel your Lab Pass?” 

Marty pouted for a moment, then smiled. “I’m smart!” he said, and turned 
to the row of jars and quickly touched each one. “Poison, poison, okay, 
poison, okay, poison, poison. Right?” 

Shawn looked. Some of the jars had been sitting at an angle so that the 
warning labels were not visible. The two that Marty had identified as okay 
were Sodium bicarbonate and Calcium chloride. Shawn’s mouth opened in 
surprise. “Um... you're right!” 

They continued with the demonstration. Shawn gave a simple explanation 
of buffering agents, and then began to measure out the necessary chemicals. 

“Shawn, we add Sodi hypo first?” 

“Why should we do that?” 

“BOOM!” Marty said, describing a huge atomic mushroom cloud with his 
hands. 

Shawn looked across the room. The Lab Tech on duty was just finishing 
with some visitors. “Matthew, what happens if we add the Sodium 
hypochlorite before the buffering agent?” 

“Tt’ll blow up in your face. Do it under the vent hood, please.” 

Shawn frowned at Marty, and Marty smiled. 

“T wasn’t gonna eat it, Shawn!” 

Shawn couldn’t help but laugh. 

* 

Ashley was glad she was able to push Jenny to the Audio Production 
Studio after lunch on the first day the young musician felt strong enough to 
work on her music again. Brother Brian walked beside, and there was a 
sparkle in Jenny’s eyes every time she glanced at the young man and he 
returned her glance and a very genuine, caring smile. 

Ashley had speculated to herself what sort of relationship was developing 
between Jenny and Brian. And she wondered whether it was an assignment 
or a real, spontaneous relationship. Many others at Lyceum had also 
speculated. Ashley, and the others, were all smart enough to keep their 
speculations to themselves and accept the fact that it was none of their 
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business, and that they would, in all probability, never know. 

“Good morning!” Brother Chad said as they entered the studio. He 
stooped down and kissed Jenny on the cheek, which made her blush. “You 
know, Jenny, you have about twice as much hair as you had when you first 
came here.” 

“I know!” she said proudly, glancing at Brian. 

“So you feel like going back to work?” 

“Yep!” 

“Tm glad. I’ve found a few passages where I’m pretty sure there are three 
or four voices that are properly aligned already, and hearing those is starting 
to give me a sense of how important a work this is. But it really does need you 
to get it all scored properly.” 

Jenny smiled. 

“Shall we start by clearing up a few points in Voice Seven that we didn’t 
feel sure about last session?” 

“Okay!” 

They all gathered around the large display screen of the editing computer. 
Brother Chad had the computer display and play a few bars. “Any problems 
there?” 

“Sounds okay to me,” Jenny said. 

“Me too,” Chad said. 

Ashley and Brian, neither possessing significant musical talents, just 
listened. 

The computer played a few more bars. 

“I was wondering about this area here...” Chad said. 

“Yeah. Something’s wrong. It’s too slow. Um... all those notes in bars 
thirty-five to thirty-seven should be quarter notes.” 

“Yes, I was thinking something like that too,” he said, tapping in the 
changes. 

The computer replayed it, and Jenny nodded with satisfaction. 

The process continued for the next forty-five minutes, and then they took a 
break. Ashley hugged Jenny and headed for gymnastics. Jenny and Brian 
munched on muffins that had been baked just that morning while listening to 
the cleaned-up version of Voice Seven. When it ended, Jenny had a contented 
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look on her face. All seven voices, in isolation from each other, had now been 
recorded, to the best of her and Brother Chad’s ability. That felt very, very 
good. 

“Now comes the hard part,” Brother Chad said. “Do you know how far into 
the symphony all seven voices are in perfect sync, in my opinion?” 

“How far?” 

“Two bars.” 

Jenny looked sad. 

“Yes, we have a lot of work to do.” He caused the musical notations for all 
seven voices to be displayed together, one on top of the other. Then he had 
the computer play the four seconds he felt were properly aligned. “Do you like 
what you hear so far?” 

“Gosh. I’ve never heard it all together before.” 

“So we're going to have to use my musical knowledge and your musical 
insight.” 

“T think it’s right so far...” 

Then he had the computer play the first six bars. The corresponding notes 
were highlighted on the screen. 

“Something is wrong in bar three!” 

“You can hear it too? Remember our agreement: you always have to tell 
me what you think needs changing before I make any suggestions.” 

“Um... I think it’s Voice Five. It’s slipping behind.” 

“Do I shorten this note?” 

“No. Take out the rest at the end of bar two.” 

He did, and the six bars replayed. 

“Oh my God!” Brian said, for the first time realizing the incredible 
complexity of Jenny’s symphony. The twelve seconds of music he had just 
heard were beautiful... more then beautiful, they were truly great. He looked 
at Jenny with wide eyes and a big smile. 

Jenny was smiling too. Her life dream was starting to come true. She was 
going to be able to hear all the voices of her music played together... if she 
lived long enough to make the necessary corrections. She was determined to 
live long enough, even if it required every drug in the world, and she planned 
to tell that to Doctor Kenneth. 
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They continued working until Jenny was exhausted from the mental effort 
and could no longer think. It was 3:30, and they had about forty seconds of 
the music properly aligned. Toward the end, they had had to make two or 
three corrections at some places to get the next few bars to fit together 
properly. 

“Let’s end with a final playback of what we think we have right, and we'll 
start tomorrow by making any needed corrections in that part before moving 
on.” 

Jenny listened. She couldn’t believe she had played the music she was 
hearing. In a sense she hadn’t. Only the computer, or seven musicians, could 
play it all together. And yet all of the voices came from her... or maybe it was 
more fair to say that they came through her. She knew for a certainty that she 
had not composed the music, although she couldn’t say who had. 

“There’s something in about the middle that bothers me a little.” 

“Sleep on it. We'll look at it tomorrow.” 

“Want to go to a movie tonight?” Brian asked. 

Jenny closed her tired eyes. “As long as it’s not a musical!” 

Brother Chad laughed heartily while slipping an archive disk into the 
computer. 

* 

That Saturday was the last day of evaluation week at Lyceum. A cold rain 
had been falling for days and it was well-known that the evaluation group had 
had a miserable campout two days before. Most of them seemed to have 
taken it in stride. 

The group had joined the worship and reflection time in Terrabithia Hall. 
Liberty had heard that it was a solid group from which many new members 
were expected. On her way to breakfast, a skinny freckled girl of about twelve 
or thirteen suddenly caught up with her. 

“Hi. I’m Charleen.” 

“Tm Liberty. Your last day of evals?” 

“Yeah. Can I sit with you at breakfast?” 

“Um... sure... except that I have to get some trays and go to the Small 
Animal Barn. You can come, I guess.” 

“All the teacher said was we had to sit with members!” 
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Liberty liked her courage. “That’s what youl be doing! Just stick with me 
and I'll show you where we get trays when we have to eat some place else.” 

Liberty led Charleen into the kitchen, and together they made three 
breakfasts from a short row of serving pans. 

“How come youre eating in the barn?” 

“A friend of mine has a llama that just had surgery, and a sick goat, and a 
tortoise about to hibernate, and anyway I have to see if anyone needs help 
with the horses.” 

“You work with horses?” she asked, eyes big with admiration. 

“Uh huh. You like horses?” 

“Yeah, lots!” 

“Good. We need more people who love animals. Ready?” 

They put insulating covers over their hot food and headed back to the 
Residential Lobby and then along the roofed pathway to the Demonstration 
Farm and Zoo. As soon as they were outside and no one else was around, 
Charleen tried to put her concern into words. 

“IT was wondering if, you know, there are any, um, cute boys here?” 

Liberty smiled to herself. “Yep. You’re about to meet one. He’s taken, but 
there are others.” For the rest of the walk to the Horse Barn, Liberty thought 
about the unattached boys, wondering which ones might like Charleen. They 
entered the barn and Liberty saw that Sister Claire was cleaning Rosie’s 
hooves. 

“Hi, Claire! Need a hand with anything?” 

“Want to do Strawberry’s hooves?” the horse lady said with a slightly 
sadistic grin. 

“No, I’m not feeling suicidal today.” 

Liberty noticed that Charleen was grinning. The current exchange was not 
going over her head. Liberty was glad. 

“Bring me the can of bag balm, Lib, and a curved hoof knife please.” 

Liberty got Sister Claire the needed tools, and then talked to the old horse 
while her hooves were being finished. 

“Thanks. That’s all for now... I just wanted to finish her hooves and salve 
this scratch on her flank.” 

“Sister Claire, this is Charleen. She’s in the evaluation group.” 
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“Good to meet you, Charleen. And good luck to you!” 

“Tf I get to live here, I think I’d like to work some with animals.” 

“Fantastic! Then Liberty and I will be praying for you extra hard. See you 
guys later. I’m gonna go eat.” 

Sister Claire left, and the two girls picked up their trays from the hay bales 
where they had set them and continued through the Horse Barn. 

“That’s Strawberry, and that’s Blackberry. Raspberry must be in the 
pasture. I don’t work with them yet — you have to have special permission.” 

“How do you get that?” 

“They'll let you know when they trust you enough.” 

“Who?” Charleen said, getting a little confused. 

“The horses!” 

Liberty could tell the girl was rolling that idea around in her head as they 
made their way to the Small Animal Barn. 

After setting the three trays in the office, they went to find Jason. 

“Hi, handsome!” Liberty said to the boy who was checking all the sheep for 
scours. 

“Hi, Lib! I'll be done in a sec.” 

“Breakfast is here. How’s Juanita?” 

“Good. A little tenderness, but she’s digesting her food.” 

“We'll be in the office.” 

Liberty introduced the prospective member to some of the animals, and 
then they ducked into the heated room. Jason entered a moment later. 

“Charleen was asking me about cute boys. I’ve been trying to think who 
would be right for her.” 

“Shawn?” Jason speculated, digging into his eggs and hash browns. 

“Are you religious?” Liberty asked Charleen. 

“Um... maybe a tiny bit...” 

“Maybe not Shawn,” Jason corrected himself. 

“Anyway, I’m not absolutely sure he’s available,” Liberty said. “I think I 
could see her with Brian. What do you think?” 

“Oh, yes, perfect, at least... after... you know.” 

“Huh?” Charleen said, hoping for a little insight into who they were talking 
about. 
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Liberty attempted to explain without divulging sensitive information. 
“Brian’s... um... on an assignment right now that doesn’t allow him to... how 
do I say this... get into relationships. But that assignment is expected to end 
in afew months. Brian is really sweet. And totally cute.” 

“How old is he?” 

“Thirteen in January.” 

“Same as me!” 

“Great!” Liberty said. 

During the remainder of their breakfast they talked about Charleen’s 
preference in boys, and about hibernating tortoises, and about horses who 
were smart enough to choose their own pet people. Charleen could hardly 
quit laughing. Liberty and Jason smiled, but didn’t laugh. 

Soon Charleen had to head back to the Conference Center to rejoin her 
evaluation group for more tests and a question and answer period. She 
thanked Liberty and Jason for the information, and carried their trays back to 
the Dining Hall. Liberty stayed to help Jason with the goats. 

Walking back to the main buildings alone, Charleen wondered what Brian 
would be like... and what possible assignment he could be on that didn’t allow 
him to have relationships. Probably something to do with meditating all day, 
she decided. It didn’t matter. She hoped to meet him someday, and any other 
cute boys who lived at Lyceum, like maybe Shawn, whom she gathered was 
very religious. But first she had to get accepted. She quickened her pace so 
she wouldn’t be late to the next evaluation group session. 

* 

In one of the few conference rooms not being used by visiting groups, eight 
chairs were arranged in a circle, each containing a Lyceum member. A light 
snow was falling outside the conference room’s windows. 

“Let’s start by talking about what Marty has been doing. Please save 
specific problem areas for a little later,” Brother Paul said. “Brian?” 

“We like to explore the library, go to something in the Planetarium, 
sometimes sit in on a class. We just do the class if we pass one and it sounds 
interesting to him. This week it was Diplomatic Mediation. Last week it was 
Astronomy.” 

“Thank you. Sarah?” 
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“We just... test each other. I don’t push any more than I have to, you 
know, to keep him from walking on me. But I’m afraid of what will happen if 
he tries pushing on other people.” 

“Okay, there’s a problem area to discuss. April?” 

“He likes to watch me work in the Clinic, asking me about the herbs and 
things I’m using. He made his first infusion this week: peppermint tea. We 
had our own little tea party and he loved it. Sometimes we watch a movie. He 
likes action.” 

“Thank you. Joan?” 

“Almost entirely Bio Lab. He already has several culture dishes going and 
a small planter with a variety of things sprouting or expected to sprout soon.” 

“Great! Shawn?” 

“Chemistry Lab doing demo experiments. And we like to go on walks, and 
if we go anywhere near the Hall of Shrines, he always likes to peek in.” 

“Fascinating. Phil?” 

“We spend our time in the Production and Maintenance Pavilion doing all 
kinds of different things from wood working to matching up odd nuts and 
bolts. He loves it!” 

“Okay. Henry?” 

“Bouncing balls around in the Recreation Center seems to be our ice- 
breaker. Sometimes we'll watch the gymnasts or the dancers. He looks at the 
pools and water slides with interest, but hasn’t yet asked to try them.” 

“Thank you, Now that we all have a general sense of what our little 
prodigy is doing, we’ll move on to concerns, and if possible, brainstorm 
solutions. Sarah already expressed an area of concern. What you said, Sarah, 
probably sounded a little strange to those here who don’t know you very well 
yet. But if we’re going to succeed with Marty, everyone here is going to have 
to have a better understanding of what you were talking about, because, as 
you indicated, it involves Marty.” 

“Jeez... it’s not something I talk about much. Marty is telepathic, but he 
hasn’t learned any, you know, self-discipline.” 

Several mouths opened. 

“I’m going to ask you some questions to help clarify for others here, even 
though I know most of the answers. Okay?” 
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“Sure.” 

“Are you and Marty able to speak to each other telepathically?” 

“Yeah. We hardly use talk at all during our morning together.” 

Soft noises of astonishment ran around the room. 

“Are you and Marty equally telepathic?” 

“No. I’m doing about nine-tenths of the work. But it was like that with me 
and Sister Rachael when I first came here when I was six.” 

“Does Marty enjoy his time with you?” 

“He loves having someone to telepath with. But he doesn’t like me one bit. 
That’s why he’s so testy and pushy with me, I guess.” 

“You mean something very specific when you say ‘pushy’ don’t you?” 

“Uh huh. He pushes into my mind, without asking, and without being very 
nice about it, just like I did to people when I was little.” 

A few sounds of recognition were heard. 

“As I suspected, Sarah, several other members of our team have 
experienced this already, but perhaps didn’t know how to interpret it or what 
to do about it. They need your help to understand the phenomenon. Would 
you be willing to demonstrate what it feels like to have a telepath ‘push’ into 
your mind?” 

“Hmmm. I guess so. I’ve been taught not to do it, and I understand why 
now. Sister Rachael had to really push back to show me how rotten it felt 
when I was six and seven and didn’t have much self-discipline. I learned!” 

“But in this case it will be for an important purpose and with everyone’s 
permission.” 

Everyone in the room nodded, some more quickly than others. 

“T guess everyone needs to know what it feels like.” 

“Try to do it with about the same amount of force that Marty uses with 
you.” 

“Okay.” 

“Phil, will you go first?” Brother Paul asked. 

“No problem.” 

Sarah pushed. 

Brother Phil felt all the emotions that would come up if someone was right 
in his face, waving their arms, sticking out their tongue, and calling him 
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names. 

“Whoa!” Phil exclaimed, momentarily reeling. “Yep, Marty’s done that to 
me,” Phil said. “And you, Sarah, could do that ten times worse if you wanted 
to?” 

“Yes, but I won’t,” Sarah said. 

“Good!” 

“Shawn, you are very close to Sarah, so remember this is nothing 
personal,” Brother Paul said. 

“Okay. I’m ready.” 

The moment Sarah began to push at Shawn’s mind, all the terrible feelings 
of being chased and trapped back in Greenville came rushing at him. He 
closed his eyes and felt like crying, but it was over as soon as it started. He felt 
someone take his hands, and opened his eyes to see Sarah kneeling in front of 
him with concern on her face. 

“I’m sorry!” she said. 

“It’s okay,” he said, hugging her in reassurance. “It isn’t your fault that ’m 
always remembering what my dad did.” He looked at Brother Paul. “Marty 
hasn’t done that to me.” 

“Interesting. Is this okay with you, Joan?” 

Sarah continued around the room. Joan and Henry were particularly 
bothered by the experience, but Brian hardly noticed it. It turned out that 
Marty had never used his telepathic abilities with Shawn, April, or Henry. 
The team discussed this situation, and came up with several possible 
explanations for why some were experiencing Marty’s telepathic pushing and 
some weren't. 

“Now we need to talk about what our response should be,” Paul said. 

“We're not going to make his telepathic abilities go away,” Henry said. 
“We need to correct him when he’s intrusive and disrespectful, and 
compliment him when he does it nicely.” 

“T’ve been taught not to do it at all unless I get permission,” Sarah said. 

April, who usually said little at the meetings, spoke next. “That makes 
sense. It’s not like talking that is easy to ignore. It’s more like shouting. And 
if you shout at people, they'll shout back or hit you. Marty has to learn that.” 

“Marty may not be ready to only do it with prior permission,” Paul said. 
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“We can hopefully move him in that direction.” 

The discussion continued. As was usually the case at Lyceum, neither 
Brother Paul nor anyone else set any hard and fast rules. All of the persons on 
the team were members of Lyceum, and so were expected to be able to take 
the concepts that had been shared and implement them in their work with 
Marty. 

A couple of other lesser concerns were discussed, and then Brother Paul 
closed the session. 

“We have no meeting next week. Marty leaves tomorrow for the holidays, 
and so most of you won’t be able to implement these ideas until January. 
Thank you, everyone, for your excellent work and your thoughtful feedback. 
Shall we go to lunch?” 

Everyone nodded and sprang from their chairs. 

* 

Ashley happened to be in the inner office when Mrs. Clark arrived. She 
recognized the voice, and it’s volume. She had no desire to see the fat lady 
again, and was tempted to slip out the side door into the corridor to the 
Residential Lobby. But she knew that wasn’t the right thing to do. 

“so you'd like to combine your weeks like you did last time, and stay for 
two weeks again? That would be great! We have lots of holiday programs 
scheduled,” Sister Judy said. 

“Actually, since I missed November, I’d like to stay for three weeks. 
Winter is so nasty in South Dakota!” 

Sister Judy considered. Lyceum always gave the benefit of the doubt in 
any question of credit to the visitor. “I understand completely. Ill reserve 
your room for three weeks, and get you the correct number of meal coupons. 
Also, I see here that you and your daughter are invited to the Christmas 
Banquet and the New Year’s Party.” 

“Oh, um, I don’t think Jenny would enjoy it if I were there. But the dining 
room will be open on those nights, won’t it?” 

Several unsavory names passed through Ashley’s mind as she continued to 
listen from the inner office. 

“Yes, the Garden Dining Room will be open,” Sister Judy said, completely 
disguising her disappointment in the large lady. 


Lyceum Challenge 297 


Mrs. Clark was falling right into the trap they had set. Ashley decided it 
was time to give Judy a hand. She stepped through the door that led out to 
the Information and Assistance Counter while looking down at some papers 
she was carrying, pretending not to know that Jenny’s mother was there. 
Then she looked up. 

“Oh, Hello, Mrs. Clark!” 

“Hello, Sister Ashmore!” 

“Ashley.” 

“That’s right! How is my poor little daughter?” 

A lot richer than you are — except in body mass. “She was sick earlier this 
month, but pulled through. She'll be glad you're here. She really is looking 
forward to going to the Christmas Banquet and the New Year’s Party with you. 
She even told me that if you weren’t able to go to those events with her, she 
wouldn’t want to go, and would just eat in the dining room instead.” 

A smirk flashed onto Sister Judy’s face for a moment. She was starting to 
understand what had been contrived. 

Mrs. Clark realized she couldn’t avoid her embarrassing daughter on those 
occasions. If she tried to eat in the dining room, Jenny would just follow her 
there. “Oh, um, gosh... I guess in that case I'll have to make every effort to 
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go. 

“Tl carry your luggage to your room. You had dinner on the train?” 

“Oh, yes, but it was just a light snack...” 

Ashley looked at Sister Judy. “Could we get a tray brought to Mrs. Clark’s 
room? Her preferences are still in the computer, I believe.” 

“Of course!” the other member said, knowing Ashley was referring to the 
high fiber, low calorie diet Brother Kenneth had put together. 

Ashley picked up the bulging suitcases, and the massive lady waddled 
along behind. She would never dream of moving away from Rapid City, South 
Dakota, as it was where she had been born, and the welfare system there knew 
her and took care of her. But it was very nice to be in a milder climate, and to 
be looking forward to three weeks of ease and tasty restaurant food that she 
had so intelligently conned out of these unsuspecting people. All she had to 
do was suffer through a banquet and a party with her sickly daughter. That, 
she figured, would be better than being seen with her in the dining room. 
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* 


Liberty went early to her first Environmental Control Technician shift. 
She wanted everything to go smoothly. She knew she was not ready to run the 
Ecumenical Temple or the Arena or any of Lyceum’s other large facilities all 
alone. She was glad her first solo shift was just in a small section of 
Conference Center Two. 

She entered the control booth and brought all her equipment on-line and 
started diagnostics. Wandering through the room, she listened to the sound 
system go through its test tones and samples of music and speech. Everything 
sounded good. The lights dimmed properly and the projection systems went 
through their paces. All looked good. The room partitions closed, and then 
opened again smoothly and silently. She sat down to read through the 
conference specifications again. 

Church elders. Quarterly presentation to their Council of Bishops. Video, 
speech with amplification, break with deluxe snacks, another video, round 
table discussion, audio disk, closing speech, then off to dinner. 

It should be an easy three hours, Liberty thought. She grabbed the remote 
control and tapped in a five degree drop in room temperature. They would be 
coming in from outside, and she knew it was best to warm them up slowly. 
Then she wandered around the room again, thinking. Something wasn’t right. 
The lighting was too cool. Liberty lowered the color temperature to a nice, 
yellow two thousand degrees, and turned on perimeter accent lighting at 
twelve hundred degrees to simulate candlelight. Much more cozy. Then she 
considered background music for the reception and breaks. Something 
slightly churchy, but not too specific. She returned to the control booth to 
look over the selection. 

She tried one disk while checking the supply cart of pens, pads of paper, 
and other useful items that sat by one wall, and decided the music was too old 
fashioned. Her second choice turned out to be just right. Then she pulled out 
her pager and tapped in a number. 

“Kitchen. This is Sister Jennifer.” 

Liberty didn’t know Jennifer personally, but could vaguely attach her 
name to a happy face. “Hi, this is Liberty in Conference Center Two. I would 
like confirmation that a deluxe snack cart for twenty-five will arrive here at 
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three o’clock.” 

“Tll check, Liberty.” 

“Thanks, Jennifer.” 

Liberty adjusted the placement of a few chairs while waiting. 

“Confirmed. It’s being put together now.” 

“Thanks. Any good movies playing anywhere tonight?” 

“T think The Hunchback of Notre Dame is playing in my hall tonight. 
Want to come?” 

It sounded religious, but Liberty felt the need for some company, and all 
her usual friends were busy or off campus that evening. “Okay!” 

“Fantasia Hall, eight o’clock. It’ll be fun to make a new friend. Thanks for 
asking, Liberty.” 

“My conference is about to arrive. See you there!” 

“Bye! [ll make sure your cart arrives on time.” 

Five minutes later the church elders and bishops poured in, shedding wet 
coats and umbrellas. Liberty, dressed in her finest, greeted them. They were 
all late middle-aged men, and most gave her a second look while ostensibly 
reading the name and title pinned to her left shoulder. 

“Very nice facilities, Matthew. Good choice.” 

“Yes. I’ve used the place before. They gave me a good price, but I made 
sure everything would be top-notch.” He brought the three disks out of his 
briefcase and approached Liberty. “These go in numbered order. You have 
our program?” 

“Yes. Would you like a pause control for the presentations?” 

“No. We want to go straight through all of them.” 

Liberty smiled, nodded, and took the disks to the control booth. 

Soon the men got settled, and the leader had a few opening words, for 
which Liberty added a slight amplification, and started bringing the room 
temperature up slowly. Then he introduced the first video, and Liberty 
dimmed the room lights simultaneously with fading in the video projection. 

“Stop! That’s the wrong video! Technician! I said numbered order!” 

Liberty stepped out of the booth and meet the man who was storming in 
that direction. “That is number one, Sir.” 

“Couldn’t be! Do we need to get a man to run the equipment? Start it 
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again and bring me the other two disks! Ill show you that you must have put 
in number two!” 

Sexist asshole. Liberty knew she had the right disk in. Egotistical idiot. 
She reentered the booth, pressed play much harder than she needed to, and 
grabbed the other disks. As soon as she stepped out, he snatched them from 
her. Arrogant bastard. 

He looked at the disks, but his mouth stayed shut. In the silence that 
ensued, Liberty crafted her next sentence. It was as nice as she was willing to 
be. 

“Perhaps, Sir, it was a man who mislabeled your disks.” She could see as 
well as he that the disks in his hands were numbers two and three. Only 
number one could be in the player. With her remote control, she stopped the 
projection. “Would you like me to swap the positions of numbers one and 
two, Sir?” 

“You owe her an apology, Matthew,” one of the other men said in a stern 
voice. 

“Tm sorry. Yes, please, they must have gotten mislabeled.” 

Liberty returned to the control booth and started video disk number two. 
Many other names for the man ran through her mind, and a number of 
devious tactics tempted her, such as dropping the room’s temperature by ten 
or fifteen degrees. But she resisted them, and by the time the first video was 
over, had settled down enough to properly adjust the amplification for the 
speech that followed. 

The rest of the conference went smoothly, the snack cart arrived on time, 
and the men filtered out for dinner at 4:30, several of them slipping Liberty 
tips that totaled over two hundred dollars. She figured it was their way of 
apologizing for their rude comrade. 

When they had all gone, she plopped down in a chair. Tears rolled down 
her cheeks and her hands shook from the pain of the man’s thoughtless 
comments. But she was smiling. She had been tested, and she had carried 
out her work like a Lyceum member should. That was more important to her 
than anything else. She planned to find Jennifer early that evening and tell 
her what had happened, and then enjoy that movie, religious or not. 


* Ok OK 
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Chapter 22: The Time of the Stable 


Thursday, December 21st. Everyone at Lyceum was working hard to 
prepare for several scheduled holiday programs, numerous special 
conferences, and the expected seasonal increase in visitors. Ashley had just 
finished coaching her beginning gymnastics class and was heading for dinner. 
Her pager chimed. 

“Ashley here.” 

“Phone call, Ashley.” 

“Thanks.” 

“Ashley, this is Tim!” 

“Hi! There’s a package in the mail for you.” 

“I won't get it for awhile.” 

“Why not?” 

“My mom asked me what I wanted for Christmas, and I said I wanted to 
visit you at Lyceum, and after thinking about it, she said okay!” 

“Wow! Fantastic!” 

“I was really lucky to get a seat on a flight. I’m at the New Orleans Airport 
now. I'll land in Portland at ten o’clock. Can you meet me?” 

“Tonight? Just a few hours from now? That’s wonderful! Of course Ill 
meet you, even if I have to walk!” 

“Flight 435. See you then. Me and my mom are having dinner together 
before my flight. Bye! I love you!” 

“T love you too!” 
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She ran all the way to the office to see who was driving to Portland and 
back that evening. 

* 

Ashley was thrilled when she learned that a helicopter flight was scheduled 
that evening to take a group of U.N. diplomats and a couple of heads of state 
and their guards and secretaries to the airport, and that the crew was quite 
willing to hang around the airport an extra half hour so that Ashley could 
meet Tim. 

As soon as Ballet class was over, she showered and dressed nicely, as 
requested. She would be helping the co-pilot with any needs the passengers 
might have. When she arrived at the heliport, Brother John Michael was 
checking all the supplies and Sister Tomasa was going over the bird’s 
mechanical systems thoroughly. 

“Greeting, Sister Ashley!” the co-pilot said. “Our passengers will be here in 
half an hour. Familiarize yourself with where everything is, and I'll run 
through some procedures with you as soon as I get us all stocked.” 

Ashley explored the inside of Lyceum’s largest helicopter, which could 
comfortably carry twelve passengers in addition to the pilots. She also found 
a small fold-down seat in the back by the restroom, and she had a hunch that 
would be her seat. Then she made mental notes on the locations of fire 
extinguishers, air sickness bags, emergency escape hatches, and extra toilet 
paper. She had never thought about being a flight attendant before, but 
suddenly she realized it would be a good way to see the world. 

“Okay, the main thing Id like you to help with is safety belts. We’ve got 
bad weather all over the place tonight, so we'll be asking the passengers to 
keep their belts on part of the time. You will be the exception, of course. If a 
world-class gymnast doesn’t have good balance, no one does!” 

Ashley laughed. “But wouldn’t a van be safer in this stormy weather?” 

“We suggested that, but they insisted on a helicopter ride. The top of the 
storm system is at eight thousand, so we'll probably just fly over it. They'll 
love Mount Hood poking above the clouds in the moonlight.” 

“This bird is in tip top shape, as far as I can tell!” Sister Tomasa said from 
somewhere outside. “I’m going to start the engines and make sure they purr,” 
she said, climbing into the pilot’s seat. “Hello, Ashley!” 
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SELiN? 

The black lady started flipping switches and going down her checklists. 
John Michael motioned for Ashley to step outside. 

“T should have asked you. Have you flown before?” 

As they spoke, the helicopter’s twin jet engines started. 

“Oh, yes, many times. But my first helicopter flight was the scariest, 
because we were running late and had to board with the rotors already 
turning!” 

“That can be unnerving. We won’t be doing that little trick tonight.” 

“Good.” 

“I think our guests are approaching. Let’s look sharp and greet them with 
all possible respect and grace. Remember, our passengers include a king and 
a prime minister.” 

Ashley swallowed. Sister Tomasa lowered the speed of the engines until 
they gave only a moderate hum. Ashley could see Brother Kyle in the Heliport 
Control Room above them. He waved and she smiled back. Then she turned 
her attention to the approaching diplomats and leaders. 

Sister Tomasa joined them, and they all shook hands and welcomed their 
passengers. The king kissed Ashley’s hand, and the prime minister bowed to 
her. She was sure she was blushing. The king was, she thought, quite 
handsome and not all that old. Then one of the U.N. diplomats seemed to 
recognize her. 

“Sister Ashley, right?” 

“Yes.” 

“Timoteo has mentioned you. You have a clearance already, don’t you?” 

“Just level one.” 

“That’s good. Getting some travel experience and working on additional 
clearances?” 

Ashley thought of her courier mission and her Depth History class. “Yes. I 
was in Japan earlier this month.” 

“Good. Keep at it. The diplomatic community needs strong people with 
good minds.” 

He boarded, Ashley followed, and Brother John Michael secured the 
passenger door. 
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As soon as the co-pilot took his seat and put on his headset, he made his 
first announcement. “Gentlemen, due to the rough weather we expect, please 
use your safety belts. We hope for a smooth trip as soon as we get above the 
clouds, and some beautiful scenery.” 

Ashley went through the cabin, making sure everyone was belted in. She 
had to help one rather old diplomat with his safety belt. The dark-eyed king 
smiled at her, and she returned his grin. 

Soon the dome over the landing pad was being opened, and rain began 
pelting the helicopter’s windows. Sister Tomasa engaged the rotor, slowly 
increased its speed, and finally took them up into the rainy, cloudy sky. 

The rocking and buffeting began almost immediately, and visibility quickly 
dropped to zero. From her seat in the back of the cabin, Ashley could see that 
the co-pilot was very busy with his instruments. She grabbed a couple of air 
sickness bags and began to work her way through the cabin, asking each 
person how they were doing. One of the diplomats noticed her bags and 
motioned for her to give him one. The king and the prime minister, however, 
seemed right at home. Again the handsome king smiled at her. 

Suddenly they burst through the top of the clouds and the flight became 
smooth as glass. Everyone made sounds of delight as they looked out the 
windows at the awesome scene around them. The peaks of the Cascades, with 
the eleven thousand foot volcano predominating, glowed brilliant white in the 
moonlight, all surrounded by a sea of clouds. Bright stars dotted the heavens, 
and the moon was an almost perfectly round orb in the sky. 

Ashley began with the two heads of state, as she supposed was proper, 
asking each if they would like a beverage or light snack. She served five soft 
drinks on ice, offered an assortment of crackers and cookies to each 
passenger, and provided a half sandwich to one diplomat. The king’s 
magnetic smile was beginning to make Ashley feel a little embarrassed. 

About fifteen minutes later Sister Tomasa could be heard talking to the 
airport. “PDX tower, this is Ranger K371 requesting guidance for instrument 
landing from eight thousand feet.” 

“K371, your guidance beam is on. You will be landing at pad E-12. You are 
cleared for a vertical approach from eight thousand feet.” 

“Thank you PDX tower. Please advise status of flight 6-7-5 to New York 
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and flight 4-3-5 from New Orleans.” 

“Flight 675 scheduled to depart on time at 10:15. Flight 435 running 
fifteen minutes late, expected to land at 10:15.” 

“Thank you PDX tower. K371 clear.” 

Sister Tomasa guided the helicopter to a certain point above the sea of 
clouds. It looked the same as all other points above the insubstantial surface. 
Brother John Michael activated his microphone. 

“Gentlemen, we are now directly over Portland International Airport. 
Please secure your safety belts. Our descent will take about two minutes.” 

Ashley went through the cabin again, checking belts and keeping her ears 
open for any other needs. One man needed more crackers. Soon they re- 
entered the clouds, and the buffeting began anew. 

Less than a minute later, Ashley realized that the diplomat who had eaten 
the half sandwich shouldn’t have. She took him some towels and sealed his 
air sickness bag, handing him another one just in case. The prime minister 
looked fine, and the king flashed her another smile, which she returned. 

Visibility only returned when they were less than a hundred feet above the 
landing pad. The huge E concourse building loomed out of the mists nearby, 
and a large airliner could be seen landing on the runway. Sister Tomasa set 
the helicopter down inside the circle of lights that was landing pad E-12, 
without the slightest jolt, and disengaged the rotor. 

“Welcome to Portland International Airport, gentlemen,” Brother John 
Michael said. “Your flight for New York leaves in forty minutes. An airport 
hospitality and security team is on hand to guide you and assist you while in 
the airport. We hope your visit to Lyceum was enjoyable, and we apologize 
for the unpleasant weather.” 

As soon as the rotor stopped, a covered walkway was extended from the 
concourse building and Brother John Michael slid the passenger door open. 
The airport team was there, ready to greet their V.I.P. passengers. Ashley 
made sure they got all their coats and briefcases, and followed the last 
diplomat out of the helicopter. 

The airport team seemed slightly bothered, but the king, the prime 
minister, and the rest of the party lingered to shake hands again with their 
pilot, co-pilot, and flight attendant. Several tips were given, and last of all the 
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king approached Ashley and took her hand. 

“Your beauty is beyond measure, young lady. I saw your gymnastics 
performances in Japan, and I was entranced. I am sorry you did not receive a 
medal, but I am happy for your teammate who did. You are welcome in my 
palace any time you can visit my country.” 

Ashley was on the verge of tears. No one had ever spoken to her with so 
much admiration and respect before. The king gestured to his secretary, who 
brought out an autographed picture of His Majesty. He gestured again, and 
the aide added a hundred dollar bill to the parting gift. Then the king kissed 
her hand, smiled for the last time, and turned and entered the concourse 
building. 

Sister Tomasa stepped beside Ashley and put her arm around the youth, 
who was still somewhat in a state of shock. “There aren’t many world leaders 
like him anymore.” 

“Did you hear what he said? I’m welcome in his palace!” 

“Just be careful. He might add you to his harem.” 

Ashley giggled. “His country doesn’t have harems,” she said, remembering 
a lesson in her History class. 

“We've got some time before your friend arrives. Let’s get our machine 
tidied up and then go bum around the airport. There’s a place that has 
awesome cookies!” 

Ashley collected all the trash that had been created during the flight, while 
the pilot and co-pilot checked all their mechanical and electrical systems. 
Then they entered the concourse building and soon located Sister Tomasa’s 
cookies. 

“Want to add a Flight Attendant credential to your book, Ashley?” John 
Michael asked. 

She thought for a moment. She knew her schedule was tight, but she 
didn’t want to pass up any opportunities, especially when they had to do with 
travel or languages. “That would be fun!” 

“Class is Mondays at one.” 

“T’m free then.” 

When they had finished eating their cookies, they wandered to the gate 
where Tim’s flight was expected, and a few minutes later his plane landed. As 
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soon as he emerged from the boarding tunnel he ran to her and they held each 
other tightly, both remembering the sweet moments they had already shared, 
only made sweeter by the intervals between. After a long minute they finally 
separated and looked at each other. 

“Did you have to walk?” he asked. 

“Nope!” Ashley said, glancing at the pilot and co-pilot standing nearby, 
and looking forward to being a flight attendant one more time that evening. 

* 

Senator Michael Buchanan arrived at Lyceum two days before Christmas. 
He flew into Portland International, made contact with a certain person at 
Lyceum, did some Christmas shopping, and was waiting outside of the 
Planetarium Theater when Liberty finished her third solo Environmental 
Control Technician shift. 

The audience filtered out, obviously impressed by the historical lecture 
they had just attended, which included holographic re-enactments that the 
lecturer could literally stroll through as she narrated. Liberty shut down all 
her projectors and other systems, collected the disks that had done most of 
the work, and stepped out of the control booth. 

“Very nicely done, Liberty. Thank you. I hope we get to work together 
again soon,” the lecturer, a white-haired lady of about sixty said, handing the 
technician half of the tips she had just received. 

“Thank you. I really learned a lot from it, both history and technical stuff. 
Cross-fading holograms is much harder than simple projections!” 

“You did well. Is this gentleman waiting for you?” 

Liberty looked through the entrance door. “Daddy!” She ran into his open 
arms. 

“Well, well, how’s my girl? Learning some pretty serious skills, it sounds 
like. Cross-fading holograms is way over my head!” 

“Sister Martha, this is Senator Michael Buchanan, my father.” 

They shook hands. “Glad to meet you, Senator. I’m Dr. Martha Goldstein. 
Liberty is rapidly becoming proficient with some of the most sophisticated 
control systems on the planet. She is a pleasure to work with.” 

“And I just made almost a hundred dollars in tips, Daddy, which brings my 
total for the week to over four hundred!” 
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“Wow. I am very proud. I might be coming to you for a loan if the Senate 
has to take another pay cut.” 

“Not all weeks are so lucrative, of course,” Sister Martha said. “I must be 
going. Wonderful to meet you, Senator.” 

“Likewise, Doctor. And thank you for working with my mischievous 
daughter.” 

“I am not, Daddy!” Liberty said as Sister Martha headed down the 
corridor. 

“Sure you are. You always have been, and you will have a hard time 
convincing me that you have become a perfect angel just by living at Lyceum 
for a few months.” 

“Well... I did get my first security mission stamp by having friends pin tails 
on the suit coats of a bunch of church men...” 

“You'll have to tell me all about that one! But first, give me your 
evaluation of the place. Do you like it here, or should Mr. Neils dig out the 
information on that place in Texas?” 

Liberty burst out laughing. “Mr. Neils... can burn the stuff... as far as ’'m 
concerned!” 

“That’s good to hear. Actually, I think he has already done so.” 

“Good!” 

At that moment, Sister Nancy arrived, immediately slipped her arm 
around the senator and kissed him. Liberty’s mouth fell open. 

“Daddy! What’s going on? What haven’t you been telling me?” 

“Well, Honey... um... we didn’t want to have you jump to any conclusions 
until we had... um... worked out most of the details ourselves.” 

Sister Nancy was grinning from ear to ear, but didn’t feel the need to say 
anything. 

“How long have you guys... been seeing each other?” Liberty asked, 
looking at them askance. 

“Um... actually, ever since we met last summer. But you have to 
understand, Liberty, that it’s not like we’ve been together constantly or 
anything like that. We have seen each other when we could, when Nancy was 
coming through New York or Washington, or when I had to be on the west 
coast for a few days.” 
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Sister Nancy said, “Now do you see why I was so touched when you said 
what you did at our last mentor meeting?” 

Liberty looked from Nancy to her father and back. “Yeah. Because it 
really might come true...” 

“T’m lost,” her father said. 

“Do you... tell my dad things I tell you?” Liberty, with a suspicious 
expression on her face, asked Nancy, ignoring her father’s comment. 

“No, Liberty. I never have and I never will, even if your father and I get 
married, which... we are discussing.” 

Liberty took a moment to absorb her mentor’s statement about possible 
matriage, but wasn’t sure how she felt about it yet, so she decided to stick with 
the original issue. She smiled. “Thank you. I didn’t think you would, but I 
wanted to be sure.” 

“Well,” Michael Buchanan said, “now that we are all up to date, shall we go 
get some dinner? And you, young lady, can tell me all about that security 
mission stamp you earned.” 

They started walking down the corridor together, the senator with one arm 
around each of the two ladies he loved most in the world. 

“T can’t tell you much, Daddy, because it’s an on-going investigation, and 
we believe the perpetrators are going to make another attempt.” 

“T see. Well, I don’t want you to break confidentiality ethics.” 

“Actually,” Nancy said, “there could be some very good reasons for sharing 
this particular situation with your father. Why don’t we all go talk to Brother 
Fred after dinner?” 

Liberty was feeling very content as they entered the Main Lobby. She was 
glad that Sister Nancy and her father were dating. They seemed somehow just 
right for each other, and she could tell that they were both happy. Now all she 
had to do was figure out how to tell her father about Jason, and the possible 
changes that might be happening soon in her own life... 

* 

Christmas Eve was very busy for everyone. Those not directly involved 
with programs being presented by Lyceum, or helping with events put on by 
other organizations, were kept busy in the kitchen or the Lodge, on the vans 
or the helicopters, in the Recreation Center or the Art Gallery. 
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Liberty had baking shifts, Control Technician assignments, and an extra 
horse care job. Ashley was dancing in two events that day, had a Children’s 
Program shift, a few kitchen hours, and was on-call for French interpreting. 
Shawn was working in the Gallery, would be in and out of his choir robe all 
day long, and had a Library shift. 

And something was gnawing at Shawn’s heart, something deeply personal. 

He had met Ashley’s parents in November, and now her boyfriend Tim 
was there. They looked very happy, especially when they went off together 
toward Ashley’s room at night with eyes only for each other. He had seen 
Liberty’s father arrive, and Liberty had already announced to all her friends 
that her father and Sister Nancy were thinking of getting married. And Jason 
was at Liberty’s side whenever possible, helping with her baking as she had 
helped him with his animals. Also, Sarah’s mother was on campus, and 
everyone else Shawn knew seemed to have parents or friends of one sort or 
another visiting. 

He dragged himself through the day, not finding the courage yet to fully 
admit to himself that he was in the dumps, much less share his feelings with 
others. It was Christmas, and he knew he should be happy. He kept a smile 
on his face and did all his work well. 

But his feelings were reaching critical proportions as he finished his last 
responsibility of the day, singing in the choir during Lyceum’s Christmas Eve 
Pageant. It ended a few minutes after midnight, and most of the other choir 
members dashed off to bed to get as much sleep as possible before the even 
grander Christmas Sunrise Celebration latter that morning. 

Shawn didn’t much care. He felt lost and lonely. He hung up his choir 
robe and wandered listlessly toward his room. Where were his parents? Why 
wouldn’t his mother write back to him? Why couldn’t his father at least send 
him a Christmas card, instead of hired men to kidnap him? 

Arriving at his apartment, he realized he didn’t want to stay there. No 
caring parent or trusted friend or tender lover was there for him, and it felt 
empty and cold. He pulled a heavy coat out of his closet and headed back 
outside. 

The cold night air felt good on his face, but his heart still ached. Why was 
there never a girl at his side, holding his hand, kissing him, sharing in his 
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work and play? He looked up. Misty clouds drifted through the tops of the 
trees. Occasionally a star peeked through, just for a moment. 

Why, Jesus, why am I always alone? Why isn’t there anyone for me? 

No answer came. He hadn’t expected any. Deep inside he knew it wasn’t 
the kind of prayer that had a simple answer. But he felt a little better for the 
asking. 

His feet started moving again, and soon he found himself near the Horse 
Barn. He hadn’t intended to go that way. It was the last place he would 
expect to find someone to talk to at that hour. But the nightlight inside cast a 
warm, inviting glow. He couldn’t think of anything else to do, so he went in. 

Some of the horses were standing and others were lying down, slightly on 
one side with their legs tucked under them, as horses and other large animals 
do. He came to the stall where all three of the spirited Arabian horses liked to 
sleep. They were all there, all down in the straw leaning against each other for 
warmth. 

“Hi, Blackberry.” 

One horse looked up, made a low noise, and then lowered her head back 
beside Strawberry’s flank. 

Shawn stood there, looking at the three contented animals, secure in each 
other’s company. He needed a little bit of that warmth and companionship at 
that moment, more than anything else in the world, and he realized that 
maybe God had led him to the barn because that was where he needed to be. 
He opened the gate to the stall and slipped in. 

Raspberry lifted her head, recognized him, and relaxed. He sat down in 
the straw near the large animals, and could feel their body warmth and smell 
their musky aroma. 

Suddenly Blackberry shifted her position, leaving a wedge of space 
between herself and Raspberry. Shawn saw that the space was just the right 
size for him. With a little fear, and a great deal of faith, he crawled into that 
space and laid his head on Blackberry’s back. The horse made a soft sound 
deep in her throat, and that sound seemed comforting to Shawn. He closed 
his eyes, and was soon fast asleep. He never knew that several warm tears fell 
from his cheeks into Blackberry’s shaggy winter coat. 


* 
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All the work and exciting activities and visitors on Christmas Eve would 
have caused many circles of friends to overlook one of their kind. But this 
particular circle of friends was composed of three Lyceum members who had 
bonded during their first day together, had dragged each other through 
evaluation week, and had been accepted into their new home simultaneously. 
In each of their minds, the presence of the other two was nearly inseparable 
from the idea of living and working at Lyceum. 

Even with Tim at her side, Ashley didn’t feel quite ready to call it a night. 
She had some Christmas blessings to bestow, and some gifts to deliver, and 
wouldn’t have even minded sharing a cup of hot chocolate or something with 
her closest friends. She steered Tim toward the office to use a computer 
terminal and see where they were. 

Liberty had lingered in the Ecumenical Temple’s control room until 
everyone had departed, playing appropriate music and slowly dimming out 
section after section of lights. Her father and Sister Nancy had already come 
by and said good night, and Jason was waiting for her, but she felt incomplete. 
It was Christmas, and even though it didn’t hold a deep religious meaning for 
her, she knew that both Shawn and Ashley were Christian. She felt the need 
to share something more with them before going to bed. She consulted the 
computer screen right beside her control panel. Ashley was in the office, but 
Shawn’s location seemed strange for the hour. 

Others, too, were thinking of Shawn. 

Three members of the Christianity class went by Shawn’s room, and not 
finding him, consulted the terminal in the lobby of his residence hall. 

Two of his fellow Choir members wanted to deliver gifts. From their 
respective halls they requested his location from the sleepless information 
system. 

A friend in Shawn’s Greek class had a card for him. Seeing Liberty and 
Jason crossing the Main Lobby, he asked where Shawn could be found. 

One of Shawn’s fellow lab technicians spotted Ashley and Tim coming out 
of the office and inquired about Shawn’s location. 

Although both Ashley and Liberty had been informed by the computer of 
Shawn’s whereabouts, they thought maybe it was a mistake. Perhaps Shawn 
had dropped his pager at some point during the day. They both decided to 
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first go by his apartment. Arriving at about the same time, they found gifts 
and cards piled around the door from people in Shawn’s General Science and 
Physics classes, from his Aerobics instructor, and from a member who also 
worked in the Library. A moment later Sister Rachael and Brother Jacob 
arrived, also bearing gifts and looking for Shawn. 

But Sarah was the one who knew, in the most direct way, that something 
was not right with Shawn. Every time she had seen him or thought of him 
that evening, she had gotten the distinct impression that something was 
eating at him. Now that the Christmas Eve service was over, she knew he was 
absent... conspicuously absent. Her mind started searching for him in the way 
that only she, of all his friends, could do. 

Shortly after one o’clock on that foggy Christmas morning, about a dozen 
people had quietly gathered in the Horse Barn to deliver gifts and cards to 
Shawn. Some of them bore the items that had been placed in front of Shawn’s 
door. Others brought invitations to hot chocolate gatherings or hot pool 
soaks. One brought Shawn’s large and full stocking from Avalon Hall’s 
recreation room. All of them now gazed over the railing into the stall of the 
three spirited horses, saw Shawn curled up there asleep under his heavy coat, 
and their hearts throbbed in their chests and tears threatened to burst from 
their eyes. But they remained quiet — no sound or noise seemed right for the 
occasion, any more than it would have in another barn more than two 
thousand years before. 

After a few moments, the youngest person there opened the gate to the 
stall and crept in. Without hesitation she pulled the hood of her coat over her 
golden blond hair, curled up in the straw beside Shawn, and closed her eyes. 
The others looked at each other, and without a word, all knew that they could 
do no more. Silently they filtered out. 

* 

When morning light began to grow in a clear winter sky, the horses one by 
one stood and wandered out into the pasture. His pillow having just walked 
away, Shawn sat up, blinked like an owl, and rubbed his sleepy eyes. Then he 
saw three wonderful sights at once. 

He was not alone. There beside him, Sarah lay curled up, still dreaming. 
She had spent several hours in a semi-wakeful state, but had finally drifted 
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into a light, dream-filled sleep. It was something she didn’t do very often, but 
when she did, it was a very special experience for her. 

All around him, perched on fence posts and bales of hay and tack shelves, 
were gifts of all shapes and sizes, some wrapped and ribboned, some not, 
along with many cards and letters, and numerous edible goodies with ribbons 
around them. With a smile, Shawn’s mind was cast back to childhood images 
of Gepetto’s workshop. 

And at that moment the rising sun kindled the treetops with a clear orange 
light that made Shawn’s heart leap. Everything in the universe that he could 
see or feel at that moment seemed so beautiful, so perfectly a part of God’s 
plan, so mysterious and grand compared to his silly feelings of loneliness the 
night before. 

Just then Sarah yawned and opened her eyes. “Merry Christmas,” she 
said. “Is it morning?” 

With a trembling hand Shawn reached out and touched her golden hair. 
He wasn’t dreaming — she was really there. Suddenly he understood the joy 
Saint Francis must have felt when he was joined in his labors by Claire. 
“Look!” he said. “We get some sunshine for Christmas!” 

Sarah sat up. “Wow! And look at all the gifts and goodies!” 

“I think angels have been here. And I think... I think this is the most 
beautiful Christmas I’ve ever had. God has given me everything I need, even 
though sometimes I can be... you know... pretty dense about realizing it.” 
Suddenly he remembered a verse from the Bible, and it seemed to describe 
the moment perfectly, so he spoke it aloud. “Surely God was in this place, and 
I knew it not!” 

Sarah smiled. “We were supposed to dance and sing in the program. Can 
we still make it?” 

While glancing at his pager to see the time, Shawn realized with complete 
surety that if he didn’t go and join the choir, Sarah wasn’t going to leave him 
alone to do her dancing. Shawn knew, without a doubt, that he had a friend. 

“If we hurry...” 

“You want to?” 

Shawn was silent fora moment. Then a smile crept onto his face. “Yes! 
I’ve been given many things, and now it’s my turn to give in return!” 
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Side by side they ran all the way to the Ecumenical Temple, parting to 

dash into their respective preparation rooms. 
* 

Sister April, wearing a simple loose fitting robe of ancient Galilean design, 
knelt in prayer before a small table where candles flickered, while angels 
danced around her and the choir sang of her holy assignment. A choir 
member slipped in late, luckily just before his tenor section had an important 
passage, and was patted on the back by many welcoming hands. 

As Ashley grabbed her bag of little scroll messages to distribute to the 
youth in the audience, she noticed their missing angel dancer slip in late and 
grab her bag. She flashed the other a smile, and pranced off to her section of 
the Temple. 

Sister April undertook her nine month journey, circumambulating the 
floor of the Temple as many times, meeting and parting with friends and 
relatives, kneeling in prayer by herself, her face changing slowly from timid 
and unsure to strong and joyful, her gait going from slow and fearful steps to 
confident strides, her womb growing even as the audience watched. One 
assistant technician who knew she might have recently begun that same 
journey observed with wide eyes even as her fingers nimbly adjusted the 
lighting for which she was responsible. 

Suddenly the scene changed, the lighting skillfully modified from sunny 
daylight to the dim, lantern-lit gloom of the stable. In the audience, a proud 
father glanced up toward the control room, and thought he could see the 
silhouette of his very talented daughter. 

The angel dancers and white suited ushers fanned out in the rows of seats 
and escorted all the mothers with very young babes in arms down to the main 
circle of the Temple. Then the thirty-seven mother-child pairs sat on piles of 
hay or simple benches as Wise Men approached from the East... and the West, 
and the North, and the South. A comic scene ensued in which they puzzled 
over the fact that they sought one child, but had found dozens. The angels 
added to the fun by each pointing at a different child, and after a moment 
each changing their revelation to yet a different babe. The Magi pretended to 
be completely confused, and the audience howled with laughter. A message 
was there, and those saw it who had eyes to see. 


Lyceum Challenge 316 


One young dancer was being especially touched by the symbolic task she 
was performing. She remembered the very real courier bracelet with a 
possible effect upon seventeen million people. Such awesome responsibilities 
were a little scary to her, but she knew someone had to do them. 

The message was not lost on two young men in the audience who had 
recently both found loves for the first time. The possible implications, both 
physical and spiritual, of their love making was mind-boggling to both of 
them. But luckily the strength of the bonds they both felt with their young 
ladies were equally as powerful. 

One of the young men was a member of Lyceum. He had been preparing 
himself for great responsibilities for three years, seeing his fellow members 
commit themselves to service and diplomacy assignments that often risked 
great amounts of resources and sometimes their very lives. From his seat 
beside the senator, the father of his beloved, he glanced up at the control 
room and smiled. 

The other young man was still thinking mostly in terms of the values and 
expectations of upper class New Orleans society. He loved his little lady who 
even then was dancing within sight, but he wasn’t sure he understood 
Lyceum. He was smart enough to get many of the messages that were 
embodied in the Christmas program he was watching, but he wasn’t sure what 
good they were. Finally he shrugged and decided not to worry about it. The 
only thing he was sure of was that he wanted to make love to that beautiful 
little gymnast as many times as possible before he had to return home. 

The Wise Men solved their problem, of course, by giving gold, 
frankincense, myrrh, and savings bonds to all thirty-seven mothers. The choir 
sang and the audience cheered while the dancers passed out little gifts to all 
the children still in their seats. That reminded one particular choir member 
that he had quite a bit of gift and card giving to do that day himself. He 
looked across the Temple and saw the young girl who had possessed the 
courage to share with him his night in the barn. As if sensing his glance, she 
paused in her gift giving, looked in his direction, and smiled. He smiled back, 
hoping she knew how grateful he felt. 

* 


They all had many more responsibilities that day and the days that 
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followed, and at times Tim was seen helping Ashley serve a banquet or 
interpret French for a large group, and Senator Buchanan pitched in to help 
Liberty check lighting and sound levels prior to several events before he had 
to return to Washington. 

With the passing of Christmas that year, the friendship of three chance 
acquaintances from the previous summer’s evaluation group had been tested 
and found strong. All three of them felt grateful for their triangle of trust and 
comfort, but were also aware of the great differences between them. Slowly, 
they were beginning to appreciate those differences and find strength in them. 

So far their days at Lyceum had just been learning and playing and 
preparation. True, it was intense learning, risky playing, and comprehensive 
preparation. But sooner or later it all had to be put toward some larger 
purpose. 

None of them could foresee, at that moment, the form that larger purpose 
would take. 


* Oe OK OF 
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